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CONSTITUTIONAL SONGS. 


| ' SONG L 
| | BRAVE ORANGEMEN. 
| Tune —“ God Save the Jang.” 


E are brave Orangemen. 
Who make Crops now and then 
Our cauſe to dread ; 
Fn: For 'tis to make them fear, 
That they durſt not appear, 
But run away here and there, 
And hide their head. 


They think that they'll prevail, 
But in that they will fail, 
Their cauſe is bad; 
We'll prove their overthrow, 
That they will ſurely know, 
They are our bitter foe, 
We'll make them ſad. 


With ſpleen they almoſt burſt, 
* Their cauſe is fure accurſt, 
For i it ĩs —_ | 
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The French they'd make us ſlaves, 
But theſfea'll prove their graves, 


Ere they 


And aſſert Britain's right, 
Sink them in endleſs night, 
Or them overcome. 


Let us join heart and hand, 


Againſt rebels make a ſtand, 


And put them down; 
In numbers more abound, 
In hearts and mind quite found, 
We ſtill are to be found, 
To guard the Crown. 


God ſave George our King, 
Lang ne rn Bree ſing, 


Croppies lie down ; 
We dare them us to fight, 
Let them therefore unite, 


We'll ſoon ppt them to flight, 
And raiſe our renown. 


* 


—— 


* 
Who with murd'rous Frenchmen have dar'd to com- 1 


133 
SONG II. 
THE TREE OF LIBERTY. 


By J. B. "Esq. of Lodge No. 471. 


Sons of Hibernia, attend to my ſong, | 
Of a tree call'd th* Orange, tis beauteous and ſtrong, 
'T was planted by William! immortal is he: 

May all Orange brothers live loyal and fred. 
Derry down, down, traitors bow down. 


— 

Around this fair trunk we like ivy will c 

And fight for our honour, our country, king; 
I' the ſhade of this Orange none e er ſhall recline, 


+3 


Hords of barbarians, Lord Nev in the van, 

This tree to deſtroy laid an infamous plan; 

Their ſchemes prov'd abortive, thoꝰ written in blood, 

Nor their pikes, nor their ſithes could pierce Orange 
I De y 10 un Nw down. * | 


While our brave lriſhtars protect us by ſea, 
From falſe perjur'd traitors this iſland we'll free; 

Prieſt Dumpby's war-veſtment they'll find of no uſe, 
Wherever we meet them they're ſure to get 


Beg a 


Hundreds they've burn'd of each ſex, young and old, 
From heaven the order—by prieſts they were told ; 
No longer we'll truſt them, no more to betray, 
But chace from our boſoms thoſe vipers away. 


Rouſe then, my brothers, and heed not their ſwearing 
Abſolv'd rhey have been for deeds paſt all bearing; 
B 2 Mercy's 
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Mercy's miſplac'd when to murderers granted, 
For our lands and our lives thoſe wretches long 


panted. 
Derry down, down, reptiles bow down. 


Then charge high your glaſſes, and drink our Great 


Cavſe, 


Our bleſt Conſtitution, our King, and our Laws ; 
May all lurking traitors, wherever they be, 
Make the exit of Shearer? —and Erin be free. 


Derry down, down, traitor: bow down. 


SONG III. 


ORANGE TRIUMPHANT ; 
on, © 
LORD NEDDY IN THE SUDS. 


BY THE/SAME. 


Tune—« Dunce, 1 did but ſham,” —in Midas. 


Cons Orangemen all 
Attend to my call, | 
While murderous deeds I relate; 
All our conceſſion, 
Made no impreſſion, 
Vile Papiſts ſeem led on by ſate, 


By fate, vile Papiſt: ſeem led en by fate. 


7 5 
The nineteenth of May, 
Lord Edward, they ſay, 


Had finally ſertled his plan ; 


To poniard all thoſe, 
Who dare to oppoſe— 


His aid-de-camp, bloody M*Carm, - 
| Mc*fCann, &c. 


4. —— —— — — 


| 
| 


6:9” 3 


His orders he 
A ſoul not to 
And then the mail-coaches to burn ; 
That Harvey and Hay, 
Falſe Efmond and Fay, 
Their dirks on their neighbours might turn, 


Might turn, &c. 


What murder and rapme enſu'd; 
Sex, age, or condition, 
Could meet no compaſſion, 
Such vengeance thoſe monſters purſu'd, 
Purſu'd, &c. 
The loyal and 
To churches they crowd, 
The ſpear-men their rites now begin ; 
heir favourite creed, 


Of pike, burn and bleed, 
Prieſtcraft declared was no in, 


No fin, &c. 
Next ſeventy-five, 
Were burned alive, 
By thoſe whom their bounty had fed; 
Their pitiful cries, 
Aſcend to the ſkies, 
Thoſe vipers by clergy were led, 
Were led, &c. 
From the coach by th? hair, 
_ Young Gifard they tear, 
Becauſe that he fought for his king 


Tho' headleſs they ſtrike, 
His blood then they lick, 


As round him the war-whoop they ring, 


They ring, &c. 
Altho' at Kildare, 
Four as: did ſwear 
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Allegiance they'd bear to the Crown ; 
: 2 on the next day, 
| In battle array, 
Thoſe ruftans by Duff were cut down, | 
Cut down, &c. 


But mark now the fun, 
| How thouſands do run, | 
At fight of our brave Orange Voes; 
Not Murphy or hell, 
Book, candle, or bell, 
Could make them ſuch ſtriplings oppoſe, 


pee, &c. 


SONG iv. 


THE ORANGE LILLY. 


BY TUE SAME. 


- 


My dear- 1— brothers, have you heard of che 


How the * Frenchmen, our gulls to amuſe, 
The troops that laſt April they promis'd to ſend, 
At length at Killala they ventur'd to land. 


Good Croppies, but don't be tos bald now, 


Loft you ſhould be all flow'd in the bold now, 
Then to Bot ny you'd trudge, I am told now, 


And a fweet Orange Lilly for me. 


But now that they are landed they find their miſtake, 


For in place of the Croppies they met the brave 


He foon will convince chem chat our Orange and 
ue 


Can ne'er be ſubdued by their plundering crew. 
| Good Croppies then don't, & c. 


g That 


1 


1 


That falſe traitor Emmet—more ul than hell, 
With M*Nevin and Arthur, tho' ſaſt in their cell; 
What they formerly ſwore they havedar'd to deny, 
And the Secret Committee have charg'd with a lie ! 


2 Gord Croppies then dt &c. 


But as by this falſchood it is clear they intend, 

To induce our poor peaſants the French to befriend ; 

We ſhall ſoon, I hope, ſee them high dangling in air, 

'T would be murd'ring the loyal ſuch miſcreants to 
ſpare. | 


Gcod Croppies then don't, &c. 


On the trees at the camp Crop Lawleſs intended 
To hang up all thoſe who their country defended ; 


As the ſcene is revers'd, a good joke it will be, 
In the place of dear to evT vr thoſe three. 


Good Croppies then don't, &c. 


Judgment being entered on that bloody Bond, 
Execution ſhould follow—the people contend ; 
Why ftay it (fay they) when engagements they've 
broken ? ; 
The Direct'ry deny ev'ry word they had ſpoken. 
; Good Croppies then dou” t, &c. 


all, 
ſhall 


Let each Lodge ſally forth from one to nine hundred, 
Thoſe freebooters ere long with the dead ſhall be 


number' d. | 
Good Croppics then dum t, &c. 


Then gird on your ſabres, my brave 
For the ” are down, and the F 
fall ; 


SONG 


(8) 
SONG V. 


Bz#nouD, my brothers, fate's decree, 
The Orange ſhall triumphant be; 
Kind Providence doth interpoſe, 
And aids to cruſh our rebel foes. 
| Then let each by / heart unite, 
And every worthy foul invite; 
While Beresford ſhall be our theme, 
Mo keeps alive the glorious flame. 


© Forno deception here you ſee, 
Faithful and true we'll ever be; 
Dire maſſacre is not our care, 
The daſtard foe we often ſpare. 
| Then let each, &c. 


Let it be told our baneful foes, 
The Orange only mercy knows: 
Dark vile aſſaſſins ſtab by night; 


When rous'd, in open day we fight. 
Then ket each, &c. 


* 


We murder not the cherub child, 
Nor yet che gentle ſemale mind; 
For we are men, and ſo ſhall know 
The traitor and the rebel foe. 


Then let each, &c. 
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SONG VL 


THE REBEL'S SONG. 
Br AD. 
Tune —“ Griſtin and Medder.” 


To you that are friends of this brave Iriſh nation, 

And from miniſters ve er would accept a ſtation ; 

My ſtory I' tell—if you have no objection, 

I'm a friend to the cauſe—for ſee, here's my protection. 
| - Fal, lal, &c. 


A year paſt, each day I was twelve hours at labour, 
I work'd hard, and liv'd well, but ne' er injur'd my 
neighbour ; 
A Rebel I'm now, free from ſlaviſh ſubjection, 
But they can't take me up—for I've got my protection. 
| Fal, lat, &c. 


 _ Our bus'neſs at firſt it went on fair and eaſy, - 


For Camden, we thought, was both ſtupid and lazy; 
Bond's meeting he took up, that caus'd our dejec- 


tions, 
For if they eſcap'd, they could now get pratections. 
18 W | 874% lal, &c. 


But Harvey and Gregan our loſſes ſoon made up, 
Until, my poor fellows, themſelves were both laid 
up; 


Prieſt Murphy, who bore us ſuch mighty affection, 
A heretic ſhot when without a protection / 
| | Fal, lal, &c. 


* ” 


But they were all fools—now we that are wiſer, 


Take eſpecial good care not ſo raſhly to die, fir ; 

ITS ITT 
we-chuſe the oath—juſt to get the pratection. 

Fal, lat, &c. 
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But the oath we don't mind—for from all its pollu- 


tion | | 
We are ſure to be freed by the prieſt's abſolution; 
And of ready-made pikes we have ſuch a collection, 
That a new one we buy, once we've got the protection. 


Fal, lal, &c. 


So now we are patiently waiting in clover, 


And ſnugly we lie — till the French can get over; 
Now we plunder and rob, without fear of detection, 
For we get for a ſhilling both . 

| 1 al, lal, &c. 


— 
SONG VII. 
THE YEOMANRY. 
Wirn * their thighs, the bold Yeomen are 
For their country they arm, their religion and king, 


How plorious their ardour, to lay down their lives, 
In of their freedom, their children and wives. 


Ye rebels, ye know not, what our good king yields, 


RIS cor Dares, end tects all our fields; 
As Hebe he * 


s fair, and as Hercules ſtrong, 
He's the king of our mirth, and the joy of our ſong. 
To George our good king, raiſe the high cheerſul 


Fill the goblets around to the lords of the main ; 
2 our good king, and his brave loyal 


We'll drive each invader far out of thoſe lands. 


SONG 


En) 


SONG vm. 
| By F, KIRKPATRICK. 
| Tune—« The Boyne Water.” 


Ye ſons of the wile let your ſpirits ariſe, 
| And ſcorn the ſmiles of temptation ; 


| For Iſrael's happy n 
3 Aenne te ee man ib, 
: Becauſe they had no true direction. 5 


In this year, pale death did appear, 
To all who would not be united ; 

But down came the plan they bad built on the fand, 
And we live to ſee them ſore 

- More cruel by far than the forty-one war, 

Was the ſcheme of this revolution ; 

But we ſoon made our foes, by virtue of blows, 
Submit to our good Conſtitution. 


| Our brave Britiſh laws, they merit 
Since blood purchas'd the reformation; 

Our church did not ſhine, till that fortunate time, 
That William was King in our nation: 

That happy reprieve, Af thouſands relieve, 
Who ſtood for the Proteſtant glory; 

The Orange diſplay'd, foou made Jama afraid, 
And routed each Jacobite tory. 


| Dear brethzen, you know, *tis a long time ago, 
= Since the Orange was firſt propagated ; 
4 And thoſe who-ſtood true, be they ever ſo few, 
You'll find they were never defeated : 
So. now let us fight ſor the cauſe that is right, 
| Was eobed well Gare te opal us Þ* 


we 


KP 
We ſhew in the name of the Proteſtant fame, 
And we care not a farthing who knows it. 


Our ſecrets of old, we will not unfold, 
To people not duly inſtructed; 
Our good Orange cauſe, mix'd with holy laws, 
By Prophets of old were conducted: 
Aoi frems 26 facogtlt ts tie rink of our need, 
Our numbers are daily increaſing ; 
The vr is pull'd down, and George wears the crown. 
And the Croppies, like hares, are a chaſing. 


That brotherly love may never remove 
From the fellowſhip we have contracted; 
That Wiſdom may be at each Committee, 
A witneſs to what is tranſacted :; 
Let each Orangeman take a full glaſs in hand 
« Here's a health to the heart Be wll noe waver; 
Great George on his throne our king we will own, 
« And the memory of William for ever.” 


SONG IX. 
_THE BEST OF OUR DAYS. 


Tus beſt of our days we have ſeen, 
Should a Jacobine fit on the throne; 
Such monſters as they have been, 
Our fathers and mothers have known : 
If that they ſhould get the uphand, 
Us Proteſtants they would ſmother ; 
But we'll keep the Crops under — 
And we'll fight for King George for ever. 


CHORUS. 
So let us all join in prayer :— 
-; Providence keep for ever, 


| from bis es? , 


( 13) 


Tamer was a Jacobine Ger, 
ik fury King William did.quench ; 
: A Proteſtant prince, to be ſure, 
| Until he join'd with the French : 
| To the Proteſtants he gave command, 


To maſs to go together, 

| He prov'd 2 the ſeal in his hand, 
And away wich that race ever. 

| * So let , &c. 


In the reign of King Charles the Firſt, 

Remember the year forty-one, — 
When thouſands, now in the duſt, 
| Were murdered in this land : 
| When Oliver took the command, 
| | Kind Providence ſent him hither, 

He ſubdued the whole murdering band, 
2 conquer d that race for ever. 
Sc let 7, &c. 


Now Charley's drove back from the North, 
South Britain he thought to command; 
Let him be content with a turf, 
00 Or an oak ſtick in his hand : 
- His * bim unman, 
| His pedigree makes him to ſhudder ; 
King William gave us command, 
o fight for King George for ever. 
So let Ws, &c. 


God bleſs our Proteſtant prince, 
Long may he live and reign, 

It is George I mean, | 
And all his royal train: 

| For many brave days we have ſeen, 

| - In peace — he came hither : 

o coward ever reign. King, 

| For we'll Shi ſor King George for ever. 

; Ss let 475 &c. | 


SONG 
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(14) 
SONG X. 


Tune—< Brave Boys.” 


In ſtory we're told, 
How our monarchs of old, 
O'er France ſpread their royal domains; 
But no annals can X 
Their pride laid ſo low, 
As when brave George the Second did reign, 
| Brave boys, &c, 


Of Roman or Greek, 
Let Fame no more ſpeak, 
How their arms the old world did ſubdue ; 
So 
your trumpets now ſound, 
How Britons have conquer'd the new, 
Brave boys, &c. 


Eaſt, Weſt, North, and South, 
Our cannons loud mouth, 


1 

Tho' Conflans did baſt, 

He conquer our coaſt, 
Our thunder ſoon made 1 

Brave Hawke wing 

Then pounc'd on is prey, 
And gave them an Engliſh ſalute. 
Brave boys, c. 


Whilſt our heroes from home 
For laurels now roam, 
Should the ftat-bottom'd boats but appear; 
Our Yeomen ſhall ſhew 
No wooden-ſhoe foe, 
Shall with Freemen in battle compare, 


Brave boys, &c. 


Our fortunes, our lives, 
Our children and wives, 
To defend, at this time, now or never : 
| Then each Volunteer 
Ks — p? 
66 and Old —— 
”Y Brave boys, &c. 


= JEMMY LIE DOWN. 
Tune—* Croppies lie Down.” 


Dox'T tell me of fam'd in times of old, 
For there's none that can equal great William the 


bold ; 
He tene ww our laws, 


And fought ſor the glorious old Proteſtant cauſe : 
ms” my brave ſoldiers, ſucceſs will us 


« For we've made all the Croppies and Jam lie 
n. 
Down, down, Jemmy lie down. 


(us ) 
Should Croppies attempt for to murder his ſons, 


We'll ſhew them that Orange boys can handle guns ; 


We'll treat them as he treated James at the Boyne, 

Nor neꝰ er will be ſubject to candleſtick coin 

And ſhould they attempt on the Orange to frown, 

We'll cut them down firſt, then ſing © Croppies 
you're down.” Downs, down, &c. 


Oh! Erin, my jewel, thy ſons ſure are mad, 
They've certainly loſt whateer reaſon they had; 
They ſurely "a know when to think themſelves 

well, 

Or they'd wiſh their ſeducers with Nickey in hell : 
But ſoon we'll have plenty, mild peace and renown, 
By making thoſe traitors and Croppies he down. 

Down, dawn, &c. 


Come, lads, fill your glaſſes, and toaſt this around, 

« May the arms of King George be with victory 
crown'd, = 

« Both by ſea and land, whereſoever they go, 

„% And the Proteſtant Yeomen of Ireland alſo ; 

« Bliſs great and eternal their happineſs crown, 

For making the traitors and Croppies lie down.“ 


Down, down, &Cc. 


——— 
SONG XII. 
THE REVOLUTION. 
Tune — King William over the Water.“ 


Marcn on, brave boys, make good your ground, 

Let all your ſprightly trumpets ſound 

To arms, and we will confound Wy 4 

Thoſe foes to the revolution. | 
"IA Great 


SONG XIII. 
IN THE COUNTY OF WEXFORD. 


BY CHARLES CAIN, GRENADIER IN HIS MAJESTY's rn, 
" OR ANTRIM MILITIA. 


Tune Croppies lie Down.” A 


Ix the county of Wexford t1eſe rebels did riſe, 
Our brave Orangemen they ſwore they'd ſacrifice; 
They thought that our army they'd ſuddenly beat, 4 
But we boldly attack d them, and made them retreat. 
Derry down, down, Croppy lie down. 


On Vinegar-hill theſe rebels.encamp'd, 
They thought that their numbers our army would 
damp ;' | N 
But we 2 attack'd them, and ſore d them to 
l ield. | | 
And two hundred Croppies lay dead on the field. 
| Derry down, &c. 


C 3 
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The bold General Dundas is a man of migh 
He attacked the Croppies juſt by the day-light; 
He threw up his bomb-ſhells and bullets fo faſt, 
Thar put the damn'd Croppies to flight at the laſt. 
Derry down, &c. 


Colonel Campbell, commanding the firſt light brigade, 


He forced the hill when the attack it was made, 
And planted his cannon in ſuch a fine ſpot, 
1 hat made the wild Croppies to curſe his grape ſhot. 
Derry down, & c. 


Theſe rebels the country they thought to ſeduce ; 
They ſent bold M*Manus with a flag of truce; 
They thought that the army good terms wou'd give, 
But their anſwer was, C:ioppies, we won't let you 


live!“ Derry down, &c. 


Then Eſond, Kay, with Harvey and Hay, 
Unto General Moore was given up next day; 
They were tried by court-martial, and ſenienced to 


die, 
So . was an end to che blooe-thirſty crew. 
Derry daun, & c. 


FG SONG XIV. 
\ - PURPLE any BLUE. 


An original Song, compoſed by two Privates in the Yeo- 
manzy Corps. 


Tune “ Vicar and Moſes.” 
Ye hor Orangemen, I have taken my pen, 


our exalted ſcience to praiſe ; 
Your motto is true, and the Purple and Blue 
_ and peace in each boſom muſt raiſe. 
Tal, lol, de rol, &c. 
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In the ſcriptures recond, our myſteries and won. .*v 


Beam forth with a luſtre divine; 


F Le 


Wis Skin refulgence doth ſhine. 
Tol, lol, de rol, &c. 


Thro' the annals of fame, all ages proclaim, 


That the laurel to vict'ry is due; 


Tis ours, for on earth, CASAS BR 
birth, 


As the bright Orange, Purple, and Blue ? 
Tol, lol, de rol, &c. 


* 


From bondage we came, we paſſed Jordan's ſtream, 


« Conducted by an heavenly hand ; 


And our word and our ſign, fo myfterious divine, 
They brought us to Canaan's bleſt land. 
Tol, lol, de rol, &c. 


Our heavenly guide, did the waters divide, 
Our prieſts with the ark marched before ; 
And the waters did cloſe, to fruſtrate our foes, 
When we all landed ſafe on the thore. 
Tal, lol, de ral, &c. 


From Moab we came, thro” Jericho's plain, 
Eſcorted by two and a half; 
Whom the ſame Godly hand, chat conducted our 
band 


From danger, * all ſafe. 
Tol, hol, de rol, dc. 
* 
Now we're fixed in our cot no member cen 
Communion with our ſocial tribe; 
And each true Iſraelite, we friendly 
And our myſteries with him we'll divide. 
* lol, de rol, e. 


invite, 


% 


( 20 ). 
Leet them grovel at home in the dark; 4 
| Li a hotell of Baal, chey victims may fall 
For privenming to ook in the ark. 


Tal, lol, de rol, &c. | 


Strict we ſwear to our monarch ſo dear, 
And thus until death is our ſtrain ; | 
The Proteſtant cauſe, its religion and laws, | 
F 5 | 
Tal, u, de rol, &c. 4 


And now for to end, here's a health to each friend 
Whoſe heart is ſtill loyal and true; 
6 8 ſtill be, the badge of loyalty, 
bright Orange, Purple, and Blue. 
Tol, lol, de rol, &c. 


SONG XV. | 
FILL THE SPARKLING GOBLET. 


Tune —“ When the fancy flirrigg Bowl.” 
FiLL the ſparkling goblet high, | 


s cauſe inſpires us; 
Wheel the circling bowl around, 
Willan's mem'ry fires us: 


Live and love, the proverb ſays — 
Life is but a feather ; 

Sworn to love while life remains, 
Few res rate. 


The 


lc rr es 


| Your voices raiſe, in lofty praiſe, and 
Extol the day, we marched away, with Grange flags, 


(21 7 
The myſtic tie chat binds our hearts 
No ages ſhall diſſever; ? 
The ray divine that lights our ſouls, ' 
beam in us for ever. 
Live and love, &c. 


and William's royal names 
With glory ſtill we crown them; 
But care and ſtriſe, like Pharoah's hoſt, 
In a true red ſea we drown them. | 
Live and love, &c. 


SONG XVI. 
LISNAGEAD. 
(A very old Song.) 


Ys Proteſtants of Ulſter, I pray you join wick aa, 
your 107 


alty ; 


ſo fine, | 
In order to commem' rate the conqueſt of the Boyne, 


The firſt who fought upon that day, the Prince of 
He headed ä — his moſt glorious cauſe, 
e our in hi f 

Proteſtant rights for to maintain, and Pop'ry to 


. degrade, 
And in the memory of the ſame, we fought at Liſ- 
nagead. | 


Tons early in the morning before the riſe of ſun, 
An information we received, our foes, each 2 
gun ä 


ai marched a mile or ſo, when the white 
flag we eſpy'd. 
With a bus of podeyeens, on which they much re- 


thee— 
Go from thoſe then 
; * Delver ws rom thoſe Orange dog, and we 


At half an hour paſt two o'clock, a firing did com- 
mence, . 
With clouds of ſmoak and ſhowers of ball, the 


heavens were condens'd ; 

They call'd unto their wooden gods, to whom they 
uſed to pray, 

But my Lady Mary fell aſleep, and ſo they ran 
away. 


————  — — 


SONG XVII. 


2 eas PIPE ALL SHIPMATES. 


all ſhipmates to join in my ſtave, 

Tarn 1 England I boaſt; 
Wh Mn. whoſe children are brave, 
_ And whoſe wooden walls watch o'er her coaſt : 
May envy or diſcord ne'er ſhiver her ſail, 
Bo 2 — 
n fea and on ſhore let us unity hail, 

And loy flouriſh for ever, for ever, 


And loyalty fouriſh for ever, 
Hurra] Hurra ! Hurra! 


= | To 


( 23 ) 


To heave off a ditty, a tar, boys may try, 
Tho” not in your muſical tunes; 

Our chorus, three cheers, makes an enemy fly, 
When ſet to the ſound of our 

Our ſweet ſcranading, a jolly broadfide, 
To drub Albion's foes, our endeavour ; 


May loyalty flouriſh for ever. - 
And loyalty flouriſh for ever, &c. 


We harmony prize, love and n 
And tho' o'er old ocean we roam, 


We keep them in action, tho? ever ſo warm, 
Then ſounds keep in tune, boys at home: 
Bout ſhip, wheel the grog, io ourſelves let's be true, 
Old Neptune will fe each endeavour ; , 
And the Royal George loudly be cheer'd by her crew, 
And loyalty flouriſh for ever, for ever. 


And loyalty flouriſh, &c. 


* 
SONG XVIII. 


CROPPIES MISTAKEN, 
BY SN. H. 
Tune — One Battle More,” 


Tur rebels of Ireland long ſince had decreed, - 
Jo lop off the branches of brave William's ſeed ; 
But their wediſcover'd, ſo their ſchemes we defy 


And the hor GA. 
Shall rend the ſhy, ; 
' Shall rend the ſly, 
and th ſo of the Del ley 


Death, when fighting for Country and King, we 
deride, ' 


= - 6 ) 
* That glorious old cauſe ſor whichgreat Naſſau 
N Thoſe-Croppies concerted to bring down to non 
# © Bat the ſhade of the hero awakes each true ſon, 
* Was it for this that the Boyne I have 
1 won!“ | 
_ 8 That the Boyne 1 have won, &c. 1. 


o Orange | 
made of traitors the dupes and the | 


ht 
t; 


« The tree that I planted to root up they thought, 

| Eos Boyne, with my own blood I 
bought ; 

Then riſe, my true ſons, make them welter in 


And hang up their dender that they ne'er ſhall 
e more. 


That they ne er ſhall — c. 


4 * My ſons they have piked, my ** have ſlain, 
« And with blood they have coloured the courſe of 

the Slane ; 

uperſtition reject, and no image adore, 

66 « For theſe ſons of the Devil ſhall neer riſe more!” 

Shall me er riſe more, &c. 


80 sten. he vaniſhed ;—to Beresford true, 
4 * ſign of he Orange and Blut: 
. — your glaſſes, with Orangemen roar, 
Since thoſe Croppics are down, they ne er ſhall riſe 


* 'er ſhall more, &c. 33 
2 | i ä | SONG | 


( 25 ) 


SONG XIX. 
HARANGUERS MAY BAWL.. 
3 Hanne and preach up this and. 


t. d 

Inſanative politics ſeize : 2 

Difſatisfied mortals to me, verb ſat, | <A 
Pre a right to be bleſt if I pleaſe : 


CHORUS, 
or IT hve, freedom can 
Fer bil hay Tie, an "= 


As the friendly glaſs —_— 
*Tis—« George and our bleſt Conſtitution.” 


That this we inherit, truth cannot deny, 
Tho? licentious folly complain; 

And bugbear Sedition our comforts decry, 
2 the nne 


GIO TT ret 7 

Like Cain would their brothers deſtroy ; 

But loyalty's ever by Britons belov'd, 
— 2 


In vain to new climes ye for freedom repair, 
In vain for fair Li roam 


Magna Charts proclaims ſhe's 3 reſident here, 
F 


Far while happy, Nc. 


D-. : SONG 


( 26 ) 
SONG XX. 
AMBITION DEFEATED ; 


THE HUMOURS OF NEWGATE. 


* BY J. 3. 1868 


* 


Tune — “ Lange Lee.” 


Warx grand Croppies firſt, their treaſons were 
hatching, 
Our proſperous iſland was loyal and free ; 
Commerce encreaſing, our people enriching, 
And all was as happy as happy could be: 


Erin free, manufactures then throve in it, 
Caſh was ſo plenty, that few knew the want of it, 
From the peer to the peaſant each man was content 


in it, 
But then from French freedom was Erin free. 


The dæmon of diſcord—that parent of ſtrife, 
Now order'd Lord Edward from Paris to flee; 
Equality's daughter he gave him for wife, 
And then ſent him here to make Erin free: 
Erin free, cry'd this mighty baboon, ſir, (fir, 
As diſguis'd thro' Kildare he preach'd to each loon, 
Crop cloſe ew ſculls, and great men you'll be ſoon, 
When from a King you make Erin free. 


Next in the chair you ſee this Tony, Lumpkin, 
Surrounded by ruffians of every degree; 
N-*ifon, aud Arthur, and Lewins, that bumpkin, 

Who now is at Paris to make Erin free: 


Erin 


( 27 ) 


Erin free, by this Jack of all trades, 

A prieſt, and a pedlar, and a maker of tow-cards 3 

A papiſt attorney, who never will carry beads, 
This is the man to make Erin free. 


Pike-ſmiths, and gun-ſmiths andpike-bandle ſhavers, 
The Union Star Printer (who ſat at his knee) 

With lawyers, and ſcribblers, and Liberty weavers, 
Around him were rang'd to vote Erin free. 


Erin free | the Lord have mercy upon us 

For ever defend us from Sheares” and O“ Connor,, 

And teach their ambition to learn much better man- 
ners, 


Our brave Volunteers will keep Erin free 


Almighty did order a man tender hearted, 

Should be ſeduced—and a member was he ; 
His blood ran quite cold, when the plan was im- 

parted, 

The queſtion was, How his country he'd free ?” 
Erin free, but how could it be effected, 
The danger was t, if one moment neglected. 
And if by them diſcover'd, he would be diſſected, 

All did Mriſt to keep Erin free. 


This plot to defeat, all but rebels do join 
In one common cauſe, and as ſoldiers agree 

By the blood of our anceſtors, ſpilled at the Boyne, 
We ſwear that Erin from traitors we'll free: 


Erin free—Volunteers to your ſtation ; 

What power can curb a great armed nation? 

To all future ages you'll be a grand caution, 
Tou are the lads will keep Erin free. 


Eſcap'd from two lordlings, and their conventions, 
Who each was as bloody as bloody could be; 

Fitzgerald and Maguire, whoſe murd'rous inventions, 
Hiſtory can't match, yet Erin is free: 


D 2 Erin 


(28 ) 


Erin free, and long may ſhe continue ſo, 
To baſſte the views of foreign or private foe, 
The heads of ſeditiom are now laid very low, 


| Soft high your glaſſe: to Erin. free / 


SONG XXI. 


By an Iriſhman, (on board the La Hoche) one of our patri- 
otic Countrymen, who joined our natural and inveterate 
Enemy, in their late fruitleſs attempt to invade this 
Kingdom. 


From France to Loughſwilly I came, 
And that, by my ſoul, was a blunder ; 
But I thought that my high-ſounding name * 
Would, in Irela orm ſome wonder: 
I ſtared, and my friends all look*d blue, 
When Sir John and his fleet did perceive us, 
For I knew once he got us in view, 
The Devil himſelf could not ſave us. 


Tal lol de rol, lol de rol bol. 


Britiſh thunder now roared in my ears, 
Seem'd to ſhike the world to its foundation; 
So I down - knees to my prayers, 
And begg'd Heav'n to preſerve the great nation: 
But all I by ſay twas in vain, 
Heav'n deign'd not to hear my petition, 
For I'd follow 'd too much of Tem Paine, 
That curſe to a civiliz d nation. 


Tol lol, &c. 
7 l 


* Suppoſcd to be Theobald Wolfe Tone. 


— A 
* 


( 29 ) 

The balls rattled round us like hail, . 

(Och, Breſt, how I wifh'd Fd been in it) 
How our courage began for to fail, 

And our colours were ſtruck in a minute: 
Then they mann'd us with tars who could 

There are few ſuch in all the great nation 
Had the DireQtory but ſeen the fight, 

How they'd bluſh for their grand expedition. 

Tal, lol, &c. 


But whe dare attempt to oppoſe IA 
Briton's heroes upon their ozvn ocean? 
As to ſtriving to land on their ſhore, 
In troth they're beat out of the nation ; - 
And when their Envoy comes begging for peace, 
Unleſs in a balloon they can fwing him, 
In England he'll ne'er ſhew his face 
Till they borrow a veſſel to bring him. 
Tal lal, &c. 


SONG XXIL 
ADMIRAL NELSON'S VICTORY. 
Tune Rule Britannia.” 4% 


Warn Britons firſt, at Heaven's command, 
Aroſe from out the azure main, 

This was the charter, the charter of the land, 
And guardian angels ſung the ſtrain : 

Rule Britannia Britannia rule the waves — 

For Britons never will be ſlaves. 


Imperial Cæſar ſoar*d to fame, 
Wherc'er the Roman eagle flew, 


Our gallant Nelſon caught his flame, 


He faw—he fought—he conquer d too: 
D3 


— 
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On Nelſon's fame immortal praiſes pour, 
And ſhout his name from ſhore to ſhore. 
The valiant deed which claims applauſe, 
From riſing to the ſetting ſun, 
From ev ry heart this tribute draws — 
Here Hawke's furpaſs'd, and Blake's outdone : 
In Nelſon's 


iſe the pods of ocean roar, 
And chaunt his name from to fbore. 
Of s land we all have read, 


Where Ifract's ſons were forc'd to bow; 
But this, with truth and triumph, may be ſaid, 
The Nile was never known till now: 


Ne his praiſe in I pour, 


A ſoul inflam*d, with ardour fir'd, 

On glorious death or conqueſt bent, 
Old England's martial fons inſpir'd, 

And victory led where Nelſon went : 
Great Nelſon's fame fhall grace hiſtoric lore, 
Tull nature fails, and time's no more. 


To thoſe who brave each hoſtile jar, 
Who fight for freedom and the throne, 
And every bold and gallant Britiſh tar, 
Be all our grateful fervours ſhewn : 
The valiant tars we all adore, 
bo fought or fell on Egypt's fhare. 


Should France e'er land her deſperate hoſt, 
By chance evade each wooden wall, 
And hurl her thunders at our coaſt, 
Let Nesſon's glory rouſe us all: 
Let trumpets found and cannons roar 


Spread .Nelſon's fame from ſbore to ſbore. 


SON 


SONG XXIII. 


Addreſſed to Captain Humruny A. Weopwarnd, Maſter of 
Lodge 505, by a Member of 540. 


Harx ! what ſounds ſalute my ear, 
Borne on the wings of wind; 

Tis of joy, you've nought to fear, 
Something whiſpers to my mind. 


CHORVS, 
Ti of joy no alloy 

1175 our loyal boſoms know ; | 
Ever dear to my ear, | 


Thoſe founds the bane of woe. 


Tis the ſons of William met, 

To unbend awhile from care; 
May the heroes live to fret, 

And drive all traitors to deſpair. 


"Tis of joy, &c. 


Hear it not ye ſiends retir d, 
Juſtly hid from human ſcan; 

Thoſe bleſt ſoynds ye ne er admir'd, 
They ſuit not Mc. Newis's plan. 


*T us of joy, &. 


Huſh, my boys, leſt Grattan hear 
Your mirth, his philoſophic mind 

Wou'd tremble, left his coffers dear, 
By your ſucceſs decreaſe ſhall find. 


'Tis of joy, &c. 


. Away 


32) 
Away, away, ye miſcreauts dire, 
While loud our trrumphs we proclaim ; 
Applauding worlds our views admire, 
And traitor ſtamps on Grattan's name. 


*Tis of joy, &c. 


Lo! no dire aſſaſſin here, 
No boſom foe to human kind ; 
Mercy, truth, and love appear, 
Beam'd in Woodward®s artleſs mind. 


i joy, &c. 


Then again let joy abound, | 
ty and truth dwell here ; 
Let our Woodward's praiſe reſound, 
Ever to his brothers dear. 


*T is of joy, &c. 


SONG XXIV. 
WHEN THE PADDIES OF ERIN. 


By a Member of Lodge 540. 
Tune—< Croppies Lie Down.”? 


Wuen the Paddies of Erin took a pike in each hand, 
And wiſely concerted reform in the land : 
Ough, and all that's before them they'd drive to be 


ure, | 
And for conjur'd-up grievances each had a cure. 
| | But down, down, Croppier, &c. 


What 


1 


What generals and captains my boys did appear, 
And each poliſh'd youth thought the caſe was quite 


clear ; 
It was, by my ſhoul honies, the Engliſh ſhall dance 
To the tune of Ca Ira—tor we join France. 


down, c. 


But agra, the ſad change all the nabobs doth rue, 
For thouſands appear dreſs'd in and Blue, 
And oh, wirriftrue, I'm told that before 
Poor Teague ſhall be eaſy we'll have thouſands more. 


Down, down, &c. 


And each manly breaſt that wears Orange and Blue, 

Contains but one heart, but faith that one is true; 

No wonder poor Croppies the Orange deſpiſe, 

For the good and the moſt dearly we prize. 
Down, down, Ac. 


Troth Paddy a vurneen, you'll never ſucceed, 
For a ſcourge we ſhall be to your delicate breed : 
The hopes of proud France, obone, are laid low, 
And the heads of your party a voyage mult go. 

"2 Down, down, &c. 


SONG XXV. 


YOU LOYALISTS ASSIST. 
Tune Proteſtant Boys.” 4 | 


You loyaliſts aſſiſt, and I pray lend an ear, 
And in ſtrains that is ſoft join my feeble noiſe ; 

Let each raiſe his voice in ſoft notes of praiſe, | 
For it's wrote down. in honour of Proteſtant boys. 
That is lately came forth, 

Jo In a covenant oath, 

To fight for their king as their forefathers done, 1 
5 o 
«-$ 


>. C<I0+) 4 


To Pope nor Pretender, 
Well never ſurrender, 
While laurels is due to the Proteſtant Boys. 


When bloody queen Mary aſcended the throne, 
By the rule of ſuperſtition ſhe chang'd the laws: 
Under Popery's banner brave Nel and Cranmer, 
True martyrs died for the Proteſtant cauſe : 
x From them as our Pitt, 
There flowed ſuch an oil, 
As kindled the lamp that continually burns; 
Pope, hell, nor the devil, 
- To quench can't be able, 
While it is fortified round with Proteſtant guns. 


But our great Creator in time thought it proper, 
Theſe monſters to move into ſome diſtant place; 
He had one nominated and Fo/pua appointed, 
To ſcourge the damn'd tribe of theſe able race. 
But in the great reign, 
Of Elizabeth queen, 
Tho' ſhe did relieve the poor church out of thrawl; 
When it lay in the tower, 
Under Popery's power, 
Though ſhe had near paid them into Dover ball. 


There is gun-powder treaſon, that damnable plot, 
When they * to have blown our king up in 
e air; 
But fortune was kind and favour'd them not, 
For by ſanctified means we diſcover'd the ſnare : 
And to trace them on further, 
Thos There's nothing but murder, 
By annual tradition from father to ſon ; 
a My brave boys be ready. 
Be firm and ſteady, 
Stick cloſe to your guard with your Proteſtant gun. 


The 


LS 
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The ight will ne'er be 
—_— ed aur cauſe its well known; 
When theſe new - Jo pon us didplot, 
All our laws to deſtr oy our king to dethrone 
But rouſed like lions, 
We bid them defiance, 
Whilſt our orange colours diſplay'd to the ſan; 
Bur in all their efforts, 
They never could elope 
From the ſanctiſied fire of our brave Orange guns. 


Theſe new reformers all over the North, 
Aﬀembled themſelves at a place near Lovghall, 
Encamp'd they were in an old Daniſh fort, 


With proviſions and ſtores of both powder and 


And 
Made ſtrong with redoubts all our fleet balls to ſhun, 
While dinner was dreſſing, 
They ſent for a bleſſing, 
And got a ſalute from our brave Orange guns. 


But if you had been viewing, while we were pur- 
ſuin 


Theſe Defenders from the White-croſs in Augh- 


nacloy ; 
Both ſtockings and brogues they ſtrew on the wo 
And thought _ wings flow, had they any, to 


73 
Which made the ſpectators 
5 Cry out in a laughter, 
Saying, bonam on doul, what makes you all = 
God zounds ! don't you wonder, 
You don't hear the thunder, 


That roars from the mouths . 
Zuns. 


a Stade we cet ret andssaays wt 4 
ol * 4 ” * — y 


ma 4 Cade -. 


To a candid obſerver convincingly ſhews, 


(..36 ), 


-SONG XXVI. 
SUCCESS TO THE ORANGE. 
vy N of Lodge 395. 
Tune The Army and Navy of Britain.” 


LzT the name of great William be ever held dear, 
By each loyal ſubje&t throughout this whole land, 


For from Heav'n he looks down on his children met 


here, 
And ſmiles with delight on this Proteſtant land: 
Who with hearts firm and bold, 
| Like our fathers of old, 
Rally round his bright ſtandard, in ſpite of our foes ; 
And who will, until death 
Pats a ſtop to out breath, 
Sing Succeſs to the Orange wherever it goes.” 


Although certain perſons, well known in this iſle, 
Have vainly endeavoured on us for to frown, 
Yet at their weak efforts we ſafely may ſmile, 
For its not in their to put Orangemen down: 
With aid Com on high, _ 
Their threats we defy, 


And our cauſe it will flouriſh in ſpite of their foes : 


And we will, until death 
Puts a ſtop to our breath, | 
Sing—< Succeſs to the Orange wherever it goes.” 


Tho' bigotted wretches, who judge by themſelves, 
Have afſerted—* that we are for murder enroll d,” 
'Tis their own fable hearts firſt gave birth to the 
thought, 


_ ng which each day does un- 


But truth, like a tar, 
Which ſhines from afar, 


That 


119 | 


That *gainſt rebels alone, 
Our ven e is ſhewn, 
80 Succeſs to the Orange wherever it goes.” 


Now a ſull flowing glaſs to Lord Camden we'll pals, 
The Yeomens' n their country's firm 


To Enniſkillen fo fo bold, Ls his e be it told, 
Who'd ne'er han .. 
To the ne al u high, 
Let our ſong rend the ſky. 
And no more may Rebellion Wand his repoſe: 
Here's our ſtout wooden walls, 
Whom no appals, 
222 ange wherever it goes.” 


——— 


SONG XXVII. 


PROTECTIONS FOR EVER. 
By R.N. of Lodge 595- 
Tune“ Magic Grapes.” 


You rebels bold attend to me, 
Pl lead you on to glory ; 
You never can miſtake the way, 
It's as plain as the noſe before you: 
To rob all night, and drink all day, 
You need not dread detection 
For when you're tir d, you've nothing to do, 
But come in and get a protection. 


CHORUS. 


So now my heroes 5 
ner whe i als us ; 
Sucre; 1s Molly Ws : 


* 


E. 


And did not care a feather ; 
But when the air was getting cold, 
le fear'd he'd get infection, 

80 — himſelf up to a Lord ſo bold, 


in, and got a protection. 
Not him alone, but many more, 
Have got the like indulgence; 
For Royal mercy ne'er before, 
Has ſhewn with ſuch effulgence : 
Some ſay, this was the ſureſt way 
To gain the people's affection, 
But faith, on them a trick we'll play, 
As ſoon as we get a prerect᷑ ion. 


So now, &c. 


8 now, & c. 


Sow now T'ye plairfly ſhewn to you 
A trade you cannot fail in; 
Ev'n tho” you're tak'n and ſent aboard, 
It's a pleaſant thing to be ſailing : 
At the Tear we'll laugh, we fear _ Sy 
For they'd meet with due correction, 
If they dared to lay a hand upon 
A man that has got a protection. 


So now, &c. 


SONG 
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SONG XXVII. a 
THE REBELS' SURPRISE. 
Tune—< Croppies lie Down.” 


On the thirtieth of May, in the year ninety-eight, 


When death and deſtruction impended the Rate, 

One thouſand fell rebels, our lives to attack, 

Stole into the town, “ but were ſoon beaten back; 

For, our Yeomanry corps ſhone forth in the van, 

And the Antrim detachment fought ſtout, to a man. 
Derry down, down, traitors lie down. 


The gallant Burgancy,+ Old Britain's great pride, 

In defence of our lives and properties died ; 

For, too haſtily marching to meet the curs'd foes, 

Their malice to check, and their pikes to oppoſe, 

He fell, a ſad vitim,—a ſtranger to fear, 

And to each loyal heart will his mem'ry be dear. 
Derry down, down, traitors lie down. 


Our Yeomanry captain, oppreſs'd by the throng, 

Hath juſtly a title to rank in this ſong ; 

As, thoſe hell-born vipers athirſt for fis life, 

Plung'd into his boſom the murderous knife ; 

But, merciful Providence, kind to the corps, 

Rais'd up, to their wiſhes, the well belov'd Gore. 
Derry down, &c. 


Thoſe blood-thirſty traitors had ſcarcebeenlaid down 


When our able protectar appear'd in the town, 


Accoutred on horſeback, devoid of all dread, 


And took a full view of the infamous dead: 
E 2 The 


* Mount-Kennedy. 
+ Captain of a detachment of Ancient Britiſh Fencibles. 


' 
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6 
The ordnance and Rheas, he that morning procur'd, 


III now 8 
i Derry down, &c. 


Shall the deeds of Refſiwre, then, &er be forgot, 
By thoſe in this country, or thoſe who are not ? 
His laudable zeal in the Proteſtant cauſe, 
Procuring us comforts, ſupportiug our laws: 
And ſuch rare hoſpitality ſhines at his board, 
*Would grace &en a prince or our Sovereign lord. 


Derry down, &c. 


Come, fill up your glaſſes, and puſh the flaſk round, 
Let the bigh-vaulted roof with his praiſes reſound ; 
Protector and Counſellor c'er will he be, 

To thoſe ho quaſh Croppies, and liberty's tree: 


May his lordfhip and confort reap Vi in tore, 
And the ddies of our connttry Bil echo £ 
SC bi water ie tows. 


SONG XXIX. 
COME AID ME, MY MUSE. | 


BE 4 LADY. 


Addreſſed to Major GALA, of the Fermanagh Millieia, 
and Maſter of Lodge 415. 


Tune—< Croppies lie Down.” 


Cons aid me, my muſe, for fain I would ſing 

Of the boys who're deſcended from William our king; 
For ak I hear of chein, they ſay they are true, 
The ſigu for to know them is orange and blue. 


And its down, down, Creppies lie down. 
Bur 


(48+ } 


But, oh ! my dear honies, by another good ſign, 
I think you ſhall know theſe dear fav*rites of mine ; 
For with heart — protect me and 


That's if you're good, ſays the oran and blue. 
. 


Their precepts are peace, and their maxims are good, 
But rouze them, by Jove, and they'll ne'er be with- 
ſtood ; 


For patient and meck a long _ they will bear, 
Fly, fly, my poor Crops, when for war they prepare. 
Down, down, &c. 


Then off with your brogues, and away with your 


Pike, 
For, oh! Paddy honey, you ne'er ſaw the like; 
When ſpeaking of Croppies, they think it a joke, 
And would pop thouſands off, like a bottle of ſmoke. 


| Down, down, &c. 


But ſorry would be the dear boys from their heart, 


And would rather poor Croppies in peace ſhould 
depart ; 


When they hear of thy downfall, believe me, alas! 
They refrain for a moment, to take a full glaſs. 


Down, down, &c. 


SONG XXX. 


: GRA-MA-CHREE. 


Gra-ma-curte, our lord of the Nile, | 
Who chac'd the French fleet a million of miles, 
Then captur'd and ſunk them, and blew into air, 
Which made Ins to ſhudder and ſtare. 
Tol bl, &c. 


Gra-ma-chuee, 


* 
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And gra-ma-chree our Orangemen all; 
Who dart into cover—ſ{hcut—hark ! tally-ho ! 


And gra-ma-chree, our own King George ; 


Dy Mr. RunzornD, of the Second Company of the Firſt Re- 


(:43' )); 


Gra-ma-chree, our admirals brave, 

Who did our own deat Ireland ſave; 

— — d, the Dutch, and che 
ench, 

Then gave them the ocean their thirſt for to quench. 

þ a ; Tol lol, &c. 


Gra-ma-chree, brave General Lake, 

Who at Ballynamuck made the French for to quake, 

Who with orange and laurels his army did crown, 

While his conqu'ring cannon roar'd “ Croppies lie 
down.” Tol lol, &c. 


Gra- ma- chree, our preſident, Hall, 


Unkennel the Croppies, and capture the foe. 
| Tal lol, &c. 


His health we'll drink in a bumper that's large; 

Tis his own dear ſelf that is very civil, 

The Convention and Croppies we pitch to the devil. 
Tal lol, &c. 


SONG XXXI. 
THE REBELS' DOWNFALL. 


gument, Royal Dublin Volunteers. 
Tune—< Who would not be a Free Maſon.” 


In Ninety-eight be it remember'd, 


When rebels did numerous join 


_ To beat the King's troops that oppos'd them, 


As William did James at the Boyne : 
! 


( 43 ) 


Oh! by my ſoul, they were greatly miſtaken, 75 
In taking the tail for the head; 
For when pikemen and pikes came before them, 
They warm'd them bravely with lead. 
CHORUS. 
Oh then, had you ſeen the damm d rebels, 
Like goats on the mountains they flee ; 
At the found of a drum or a trumpet, 
Or theughts of a ſoldier to ſee. 


Father Murphy, their fav'rite commander, 
Cried, think on your dear crucifix, 
And in a ſhort time we'll be able 
To kill all theſe damn'd Heretics : 
So kneel down, my boys, before battle, 
And take a mouthful of prayers, 
But while at this pleaſant devotion, 
They were ſhot like a parcel of ſtares. 


2 


There was a hundred or more 
Some kicking, ſome „ſome dead; 
And thoſe that had life were exclaiming 
At what Father Murphy had faid ; 
To tell us we were made like wool-ſacks, 
And bullets could do us no harm ; 
By Jebus ! I ſwear he's a har, | 
For I've loſt both a leg and an arm 
Oh! then, &c. 


Then the prieſt he cry'd out, What's the matter ? 
Who ſcarcely eſcap'd from that ſhot ; | 
Oh ! I pray, hold your damnable clatter, 
Your Father he cares for them not : 
Tho' numbers at preſent ſeem wounded, 
And fields are all coyer'd with dead, 
To- morrow 


( 44 ) 


To- morro to life vn reſtore them, 
— 1 8 
Ob ! then, &c. 


Ah ! but before he had time to reſtore them, 
Brave Lake with his troops did appear 
With bullets he properly plied them, 
That pinn'd them all by the ear: 
So the prieſt he cried out in a flurry, 
« No longer here we can dwell, 
« For Lake's ſending pills in a hurry, 
« Which will drive us and all Rebels to hell!“ 


Oh ! then, &c. 


SONG XXXII. 


BY THE SAME. 


Tune—< Cruſteen Lawn,” 


Yovu — ſo true, of che orange and the 
ue, 


That dwell in this country all round, round, round, 
O! 1 and multiply in ev'ry 


| p | 
And join to keep Rebellion down, down, down, 
And join to keep Rebellion doaun. 
| On the 230 of May, was to have been the fatal 
To . all friends of che Crown, Crown. 


Crown, 


But our kingly yeomen brave, our * chen 
did ſave, 


By keeping che Rebellion down, down, 1 
By keeping the Rebellion dow:. 


O! well 


The birth4ay of William high in renown, non, 
nown, 
What a glorious fight yas ſeen, that day in Col- 


] 
Of them that kept Rebellion down, down, down, 


Of them that kept Rebellion down. 


The Crops were To diſmay'd, when our Orange 
was diſplay'd, 

* a they were ſeen to frown, frown, 

They at p'd their cars bring mack anaoy's 


And the bands paying Croppies lie down, down, 
wn, 


And the band; pleying Creppies tie down. 
So fall high your glaſs to him, who made the 
Crops to ſwing, 


In villa e ad in come; a | 
Lord Camden ibis name may he ſhortly come 


T Canen'd Rebellion Gown, nan, think 
ede And to her fte du Ku dren. 


SONG XXIII. 
OUR COUNTRT's SAVIOUR. 


BY R. N. MASTER, 859. 
Tune — “ Moggy Lawder.”* 


On ! had 1 old Timotheus lyre, 
So much renown'd in ſtory, 

Or burn'd for me Apollo's fire, 
Pd ſing of William's glory. | 


( 46 ) 
- From ſhore to ſhore his praiſe ſhould ring, 
No loyal heart could waver, 
But throbbing beat, while loud he'd fing, 
Our laws* and country's Saviour. 


July the firſt in ninety's year, 
Juſt as the mountain's ſummit 
The ſun had lightly ting'd with gold, 


His hardy troops he ſummon'd. 


T The bold attack he meant to make, 

The morning ſeem'd to favour, 

"Twas Heav'n's decree, that he ſhould be, 
Our laws” and country's Saviour. 


A ball came flying to the ſpot, 

ve King William ; 
The fools, might have ſpar'd their ſhot, 

Ne ball of their's could kill him. 


For a guardian angel near him ſtood, 
To ſhield him with his favour, 
Preſery'd him for the public good, 
Our laws” and country's Saviour. 


Then he boldly croſs'd Boyne's ſilver flood 
While thund'ring cannons rattle, ; 

The wond'ring world in filence ſtood, 
Aſtoniſh'd at the battle. 


Come on, ſays he, be not diſmay'd, 
From heav'n we'll meet with favour, 
And ſtriveto earn the glorious name, 
Our laws and country's Saviour. 


' 


(45) 


The conteſt fiercely was maintain'd, 
Tho' by unequal number, 
The fields were covered o'er with 


of 


_— 


Which ſide would gain, no one could fay, 'M 

The victory ſeem'd to waver ; | 
But William's courage won the day, 

Our laws and country's Saviour. 


Now fill your glaſſes, fill them high, 
To King and Conſtitution, 

And low may ev'ry villain lie, 
Who'd with for Revolution. 


And humbly from high Heav'n we'll beg, 
This great, this laſting favour, 

That William's cauſe may never fail, 
Our laws and country's Saviour, 


— — — 


| SONG XXXIV. 


By R. N. Maſter of Lodge 859. 
Tune—< Alley Croker.” 
WuailsT — ou. 


And levelling — ſo much abound, ſir; 
Let the true ſons of loyalty conſtantly ſing, 5 
Long to reign over us, God ſave the King, fir 

Send him viftorious, 

Happy and glorious, 

Long to reign over us, 


> 2h ) 
May health and ever attend him, 
And both Whig and L 
May the ſpirit of loyalty ever increaſe, fir, 
Abroad give us triumph, at home give us peace, fir, 


May ev'ry Reformiſt hout the whole nation, 
Begin with himſelf the of Reformation ; 


And may the bloody progreſs.of one Revolution, 
Teach us to value a good Conſtitution. 


Wihilst with loyal hearts 
We — ng, fir, 


reigm Over us, 


God fave the King, fir. 


May all Atheiſts and Levellers lie equally low, fir, 
Who'd gladly 2 King and the Church overthrow, 


And may each loyal Delzo long join in the ſtrain, ſir, 
God ſave the King, to the devil with Tom Paine, fir. 


Send him victorious, 
Happy and glorious, 
Long to reign over us, 
God ſave tf Kine, fr. 


SONG 


1 2 | , 
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SONG XXXV. 
| By Mr. RoMBoLD. 
I Tune— Come Bi the Wedding.” 
| Cont haſte to our Lodge, my dear friends of the 


Which you ſee embelliſh'd with Orange and Blue ; 
From which is ſuſpended our royal great Maſter, 

T' whom, till time is no more, well be faithful 
| and true; 

| He fought for our laws, 
* And eſtabliſh'd our cauſe, 
| And ready we are to appear upon ſight, 

hill, ocean, or plain, 
In froſt, ſnow, or rain, 

When George he commands, we moſt willingly fight. 


We do not aſſemble like the baſe aſſaſſins, 
Who by prieſts are all ſworn to depopulate 
A country well known for its wealth and its morals ; 
The poor man had pleaſure as well as the great: 
No, no, we aſſemble 
To love one another, | 
And ready we are to encamp or entrench; 
When our Sov'reign calls, | 
We care not who Falls, 


In protecting our iſle from the Rebels or French. 


The Crops may be eaſy, but faith I much doubt it, 
Tho? they have got their Croney a maſk of diſguiſe, 
At juſtice they're laughing, they are ſo well treated, 
While they are collecting all ſorts of ſupplies : 
If once more they're ſeen * 
With the yellow and green, | 
Their prieſts and their pikes in a motly array, 
We'll fight them ſo ſnug, - 
With a rope to the lug, 


So long life to our King, boys, huzza! boys! huzza! 
| | 5 SONG 


T\ 
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SONG XXXVI. 


* — 
my "7 
— 


r SAME, 
Tune—< Shaun Bough.” 


Wit met my dear friends, 

Io theſe laudable ends, 

- Of loyalty, mirth and good humour ; 
No men upon na. 
Since this iſle gave us birth, 

So cemented in friendſhip as we are : 
When our loyalty ceaſes, 

It ſhall be when time pleaſes, 

And then we muſt yield, tho' not Wi:llian: 
And this was the day, | 
Thank God we can ſay, 

We were ſav'd by our glorious King William. 


To one we all owe 
Our exiſtence you know, 
To the Almighty power who ſupreme is, 
Who beheld from on high, 
Wich anall-ſeeing eye, 
His adopted ſo cruelly ſlain was; 
To William apply d,. 
hag And was not deny'd, 
Crying, make haſte, for my ſons are a killing ; 
And his troops ſtout and true, 
All wear Orange and Blue, 
Who for ght under glorious King William. 


That brave Orange Prince, 
None fought like him ſince, 
Though numbers in vain did attempt it! 
And Duke Schomb-tg too, 
Who lov'd Orange and Blue, 
At the Boyne made thouſands repent it: 


i Ts 
* 
V 
4 * % 
"" 


— — — 


4 


He ſtopt the career, 
Of James and Mag ſicur % 


| At the Boyne, Aughrim, and Enniſkillen : 


And at this very day, 
Orangemen now can ſay, 


© « We were fav'd by the glorious King Willian.” 


Monks, Jeſuits and Friars, 
He ſoon prov'd to be liars, 
And the Pope too who ſign'd their commiſſion z 
Tho? to him they did pray 
For victory that day, 
As if he had them all in tuition : 
But when William come, 
He ſoon made them run 
To the Pope for to get a freſh drilling; 
And on this very day, 
Orangemen bear the ſway, 
And was rais'd by our glorious King William. 


SONG XXXVIL 
* 
HASTE, HASTE, HIBERNIA. 


By R. H. 


Tune —“ Rule, Britannia.” 


Has rx, haſte, Hibernia, with arms advance, 
To arms, my boys, and curb the boaſting threats of 


France ; 
To arms, &c. 
To ö in ſuch a cauſe, will immortalize your 
ame, 
And make theſe Gallic regicides to tremble at your 


name, 


F 2 CHORUS. 


( 52 ) 
CHORUS. 
Rouſe, Hibernia, Hibernia, rouſe and ſing, 


Stout 1 your laws, your country, 


Tho? treacherous France her friends perſuade, 
That ſhe will ſend her floating rafts our country to 
invade, 
Thar ſhe will, &c. 
We'll ſhew theſe treacherous boaſters, that Britannia 
rules the waves, . 
And the navy of Great Britain ride triumphant on 


the ſeas. 
Rule, Britannia, &c. 


Should treacherous plots diſturb our land, 
All loyal hearted Iriſhmen will join with heart and 
hand, 
All loyal, &c. 
To curb all factious democrats that wickedly do aim, 
To ſubvert -— and our people's mind 
Ni e. 


Rouſe, Hibernia, Hibernia, &c. 


Let each loyal friend with pleaſure fill bis glaſs, 
To our gallant Iriſh yeomanry full bumpers let us 


To our gallant, — | 4 
Our King and Country we'll ſapport, in ſpite 
Rebels noiſe, E 
The French and Rebels both ſhall fly from Iriſh Or- 
ange boys. | 
Rouſe, Hibernia, Hibernia, &c. 


— SONG 
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SONG XXXVHE 
A SCENE AT VINEGAR-HILL. 
Air“ Dam, dom, diddle dom.” 


Arran, honnamon doul, Paddy, what is your hurry ? 
Why, ay” A . to the boys that's fighting at Go- 


Father Roach ſays he wants us to join his diviſion, 

That the Heretics may be drove to perdition : 

Succeſs, Paddy, jewel, that's fat I intended, 

So I'll flip on my brogues, that I juſt have got 
tnended; 

For you know I'm the boy can burn a houſe at night, 

In a Proteſtant's guts to the hilt I can truſt my pike. 


Dom, dom, adh dom, ach dam, &: 


Arrah, ſtay till I tell yon abou: ſweet Father Murphy, 
How the ball hits him bravely and never once. hurts 


him; 


Whia their guns ſends them whizzing like any ſuy- 
rocket, 


Faith _ — into preaties, and jump into his 
Ic was ne — Gim Gafney, that told me the 


ſtory, 

He's a horſe granidere, now fighting at Gorey ; 

And he ſays, as the clargy commands us to plunder, 
If we won make our foi uneꝰs, I'm fare its a wo 


der. Dom, dom, &. 


I forgot for to tell you the beſt of the ſtory, 


How Father Reach was found kiſſing old hampy- 
back Norah ; 


She brought him a pullet to dreſs for his dinner, 
And to get abſolution for being a great ſinner ; 


F 3 
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** 
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She dropthim her courteſy, and told him her errant, 
Says he, my old lady, to pleaſe you I'll varrant; 
He ſwore by the book, he'd a mind for to beat her, 
But he gave abſolution to Norah, poor creature. 


Dom, dom, & c. 
Says ſhe, pleaſe your honor, I'm come for to tell 
you, 
Ix's a fin for to ſee ſuch boys run a flurry ; | 


From this day my prayers, each night and each morn 
Shall be to keep your brave Reverence's honor from 


. 


harm : 
Be my foul ll go home, and no more mind my 


pinning, 
But kiſs with the Clargy, as that is not ſinning ; 
For they ſay they are order'd to people the nation, 
And have noting but Prieſts in the next generation. 


Dom, dom, &c. 


What' an you have of it, Father Murphy was 
| _— them, 
He 2 3 the key - hole, and there did eſpy 


8 ſet him in a damn'd paſſion; 


He puſh'd open. the door, and ſwore he would traſh 


Succeſs to your Reverences' honor and glory, 
r oa ſaint of poor 


You may —— — in turns, like cock-ſparrow or 


For by kifling 1 IN die for our holy religion. 
Dom, dam, &c. 


9 


* 
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* 
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SONG XXXIX. 
| THE HEADS. 
4 Tune—< Croppies lie Down.” 


Tarre's round heads and muild heads, 
And heads without hair : 
There's cropt heads and clip'd heads, 
And heads almoſt bare : 
There's Whigs and Conſpirators, 
Trimm'd, cut, and ſhorn, 
Whoſe heads are as bare 
As the day they were born; 
But when they perceiv'd that the French did not 


come, 
They ty'd it again, not the length of my thumb. 
Down, down, Croppy lie down... 


Such cutting and trimming 
As lately have been, 
Such ſwearing and treaſon 
Was never yet ſeen : 
up, was the queſtion, 
nd what do you know ? 
And what is it you 
And where did it 
I hope yo ave ne TS Tis and Blue.. 
If you be, I would have you to leave the curs'd 


"cow. Down, down, &c. 
For, my good honeſt friend, 


I will have you remark, 
When the books ſhall be clos'd, 
You'll be all in the dark: 


( 56 ) 
The French are at hand, 
Be up, or you'll forfeit 
Your houſes and land. 
Tho' I'm griev'd to the heart there ſhou'd be ſuch 
a thing, 
Yet I'm greatly afraid that they'll pull down the 
King. Down, down, &c. 


There's Patrick and Rory, 
And round-headed Famer, 
All hatching their treaſon 
And murderous ſchemes ; 
They ramble at midnight, 
Like locuſts in ſwarms, 
To murder, hough cattle, 
'And rob us of arms : 
Denouncing deſtruCtion and the gulletine 
To all who won't in their bloody combine. 
Down, down, &Cc, 


Says A urtagh to Teague, 
us now take a ſup, 
I * put a couple 
ereticks up; 
row! deludet mortals, 
ey're greatly aſtray, 
Do : think we'll keep 4 os 
To ſuch Heathens as 
Gn! * we -- p >buy — from 


throne, 


own. Down, down, &c. 


SONG 


Well drive them to hell, and make Ireland our 
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SONG XL. 
THE REBELS MEDLEY. 


tft Air— Sailors Fournal.” 


on ArTzxpn, my friends, to what I ſay, 

The ſtory's true, and well worth telling: 
Ir was on the twenty-third'of May, 

That Ireland's foes roſe in rebellion : 
United villains long combin'd, 

In murd'rous plots, with hidden arms, 
Our country's ruin they defign'd, 

But Providence kept us — harm. 


2d Air—* Black Jae. | 
Fathers Murphy and Roach call'd thoſe people to- 


er, 
Bid them e to the camp, as they now had fine 
weather, 
Tolearn the uſe of the murd'rous 
Make haſte, boys, your fortunes you — is @ 


iſfey, - - l 
You ſhall have all the lands from the Boyne to b 


Liffey, 
Set in caſe, that as how, you . e an 
under 
And ſhew them we'll keep all damn'd Heretics under, 
And welcome the French with fraternal embrace. 


3d Air—« Heaving the Land. 


Great groups of wretches-ſoon appear, 
Their horrid murders ſoon began, 

The tender wife, and infant dear, 

Were ſlavghter'd by their helliſh hands: 


— 


| C8. ? 
In vain did each for mercy 


4 
- — | 
With horrid yell the Crops did cry, 
By our pikes die 


5 By our pikes die ! 
In vain did each for mercy plead, 
With horrid yell the 2 did cry, 
By our pikes die 


ath Air Norah Keena.” 


Father Roach cries out, make haſte, my people, 

We'll born the church, church-yard and ſteeple, 

We'll ſhew the blackguards that we're not feeble, 

As we I French, and the rights of the 
people! ts 

- Shoulder your pikes well, and march to Gorey, 

As your holy commander, Pl march before you; 

And your body and ſoul I'll lead to glory, 

And drive the damn'd Heretics all before you ! 


CHORUS, 


Sing, hurra, Phitcuſh, my Norah Keena, 
Aale me your ling, and Norah queena ; 
Then under a hedge, or field that's preena, 


How PI] toxfel and kiſs my Norah Keena / 


tc Air—« Over the Hills.” 


Off then march'd this rebelly crew, 
Without breeches, ſtockings, ſhirt or ſhoe ; 

O''er barren mountains, ſhaking 
Or ſtarve in ſwamps, like ſtinking bogs, 
But when the ſound of royal drum 
Aſſails their ears, like rats they run; 
Nor minds Prieſt Roach, who halts to pray, 
But fly o' er hills, and far away. 


6th Air. 
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6— rel 


Avid, BM ctr os. 3 lies | 
in ſtop, who diſregard 


You ſee their cannon and their guns I value not a 


Pin; 
Let them fire away, for I am a Saint, 
Let them fire away, for I am a Saint, 
Their balls can't pierce my ſkin. 


7th Air—< Croppies lie down.” 


Then quick from his pocket ſome bullets he drew, 

To ſhew to his Croppies what he ſaid was true; 

See here how they're flarten'd and bruis'd on all ſides, 

Where they bopp'd with ſuch force on my Catholic 
hide : 


But juſt as be ſpoke, a true Heretic ſhot 
Drove a ball through his body, and down the Saint 
dropt ! 


He fell drown, dum, poor Murphy fell down ! 


To ſee him lie dead, ſet the boys in a fright, 

"And, like ſcare-crows and vultures, they all took to 
flight ; 

Each — old Murphy had 1 them 


2 but thee? dis dee 
Whilſt others cry d out, let Prieſt Roach lead the 


way! 
But, alas! he was taken, and hang'd the ſame day. 
But they're all down, the Croppics are down ! 


8th Air: 
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8th Air—< Peggy Bawn."” 


Arrah boys, I am your old ſchool-maſter, now at- 

tend to what I ſay, 

Take your books and cut the corn, take your ſcythes | 
and cut the hay ; 

Give up yous pikes where er they be, and return to 
your farm, 

There's mercy now for you all you ſee, fo ſecure 
yourſelves from harm. : 


eth Air—« Cammeronion Reel.” 


Arrah huſht, you fool, hold your tongue, 
Sure we mean to get protettions, 
For tho' we have ſuch murders done, 
They dare not make objections ; 
Wallis is the man, 
Arrah Paddy, match him if you can ; 
Be my ſoul, he fixt a Murnough plan, 
For our oath to them is but a ſham. 
Then bouldly ſwear 
That we're ſincere, 
But never fear, 


We'll find a day to match them. | | | 
1oth Air“ Lillebolers.” | 


Arrah boys, now ſucceſs, the day is our own, 

Our friends are all landed at Killala-bay ; 

You ſee the Convention and ſweet Mr. Row ax, 

Has now kept their promiſe, tho' they're far away. 
Water, water, great pitchers of water, 
Bring none but what's Holy to ſprinkle our friend; 
Tho' their looks are ſo meagre, you ſee they are 


cager, 
Our King to dethrone, and our country to rend. 


Lith Air. 
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11th Air —© Rule Britannia. 


Haſte, haſte, Hibernia, your yeomen all advance, 
And ſhew all damn'd domeſtic foes, we'll beat both 


them and France, 
And ſhew, &c. &c. 


Make fly all rebelly traitors who their country would 
betray, 
And the French ſhall ſee that we can fight on land 


as well as ſea. \ 
Rouſe, Hibernia  Hibernia, rouſe and Hing. 
| Proſperity attend our 1//:, and may | 
GOD SAVE THE KING! 


* 8 SONG XII. 


THE CROPPIES IN SPIRITS. 


Air—< The Proteflant Boys.” ' 


Gaar news, great news, the Croppies all ſay, 
Come cheer up my boys, the day is our own, 
Our friends are now landed at Killala-bay, 
And to meet them all friends muſt, 'with arms go 
down. 
Great warriors all, obey the glad call, 
To * great Hombert, who's juſt come to 


With pikes, ſcythes, and hedge-ſtakes, now let us 
the field take, | 
And ſhew all the Loyaliſts we'll make a ſtand. 


Then ev'ry Crop quick pull'd off his tail, 
That a fortnight before he with caution put on, 
Quite ſure that their ſtratagems now could not fail, 
G I 


4 4«) 
| The day was their own, now they'd hold two to 
one 3 


. As their union, union, Republican union, 
P - Now 7 — <—_ place on the Shannon's green 


And the pw: tree quick there planted ſhall be, 
| Anda gold 4 made of turf, give che Conven- 
ion for thanks. 


Strong friendſhip like this, between two mighty 


TS, 
MIſt Ture be cemented, and never decay ; 
All Heretic kings-men may now curſe the hour, 
That Jſombert firſt landed at Killala bay; 
His cloathing and arms, brought with them ſuch 


charms, | 
As made all his friends to his ſtandard to hie; 
But when cloath'd and well arm'd, they thought it 
no harm, 
ä wich their booty to 


At firſt the French thought their allies did but joke, 
And iſſued their — that they'd take the field; 

But flout General T eeling to Hombert thus ſpoke— 
Go you — do you think that to you I will 


"No, PI! ede command, as this is our land, 
No ſoup-meagre Frenchman ſhall e er command 


me; 
And now if you grumble, you back all may tumble, 
Take ſhort ſticks in your hands boys, and walk 
home by ſea. 


9 


But whilt be d was 5 ſpeaking, Lakes army a 


ppears, 
Which makes Terling ſtart at the. ſound of the 
+, .. drum; 


Boys take to your pumps, bid good bye to Monſieurs, 
Then off to che mountains and bogs they all run; 


But 
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But the, gallant Armagh, ſuch ſeats did diſplay, © 

As fill'd theſe allies with ſuch dread and alarms, 

That Go all fled, and the Frenchmen, in 
ad, 

Thought it belt for their ſafety, to lay down their 


Let each loyal ſubject that's fond of his , 
Now fall in the ranks, with his muſket in hand, 
In praiſe of our Yeomen, each roof ſhould now rings 
For they're the protection of this troubled land ; 
All —_— ſuppreſs them, our King, may God bleſs 
im, | 
And may he live long, till all focs be deſtroys, 
May our good Conſtitution meet no Revolution, 
But ſtill be ſupported by Proteſtant boys! 


SONG XIII. 


THE GLORIOUS FIRST OF AUGUST. 


Lr Fame's loud trumpet now proclaim, 
The glorious firſt of Auguſt ; | 
Let Time record great Man's name, 
And the glorious firſt of Auguſt ! 
Let all 2 with raptures ſmile, 
8 — the Hero of by Nile, 
is brows more wreaths of victory 
Great as the firſt of Auguſt. 


Great Britain's Navy now ſhall ſway, 
And the world record her glory ; 
We'll hail her miſtreſs, of the ſea, 
In each gallant naval Rory : 
Liſt'ning ages hereafter ſhall ſmile, 7 
When record tells the glorious ſtile, 
In which the Hero of the Nile, 
Beat the French on the firk of Auguſt, 


G 2 The 
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The French may now with doletul hearts, | 
Their Buonaparte remember ; | 

As he from Egypt's coaſt departs, 
On floats or raſts of timber: 

His troops maſk now ſtay there a-while, 

And organize the crockadile, 

Whilſt brave Lord Nelſon of the Nile, 
Celebrates the firſt of Auguſt. 


Let each loyal heart with me rejoice, 
And to Nelſon fill a bumper; 

Our Britiſh admirals are the boys, 
That makes all nations wonder : 
drink their healths, and give three cheers, 
And may they always beat Monheurs, 
And our country each ſucceeding year, 

Add laurels to the firſt of Auguſt. 


With ſuch a matchleſs Hero who need fear 
, Thoſe gaſconading Frenchmen, a 
We'll drive to the devil the Don and Monſieur, 
On their floating rafts of timber ; 
Our yeomen fo brave would march many a mile, 
To back, if they could, the Lord of the Nile; 
At their enemies they'd laugh as well as ſmile, 
With Neſ{r: on the firſt of Auguſt. 


SONG XLII. 


ADMIRAL NELSON'S VICTORY. 


Tune—< Carrickfergus.” 


Ys true Sons of William attend to my ſtory, 
Who fight for your King, Conſtitution and Crown; 
Great Naffau's renown, and the Proteſtant glory, 
To hurl the Rebels and Infidels down. 2 
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Still free from ambition you'll quell their ſedition, 
And conquer the foes of a them and laws, 
All traitors and atheiſts drive to deſtruction, 
Or periſh in loyalty's glorious cauſe. 


Let each loyal Orangeman join in a chorus, 
In commemoration of that happy day, 
When Admiral Neſen and his Britſh heroes, 

Triumph'd in the Mediterranean ſea, | 
O'er Gallia's arins, and numerous ſwarms 

Her tri-colour'd banner and liberty tree, 
Since even the Turks and Arabians gladly 

Rejoice for the hero that ſet them all free. 


The banks of the Nile, and the ſhores of old Egypt, 
Beneath the invaders' oppreſſion did groan ; 

Republican cruelty flouriſh'd triumphant, 
And infidel tyranny worſe than their own. 

But Nelſon he met them, with valour beſet them, 
Encounter'd the robbers on Africa's ſhore ;_ 

A dreadful engagement in fury ſucceeded, 


With ſlaughter, deſtruftion, and horrid uproar. 


Such mighty confuſion attended this battle, 
Our broadſides with death and deſtruction did fly, 
The balls flew like hail, and the cannon did rattle, 
And pillars of vapour quite darken'd the ſky : 
But our Britiſh thunder ſoon made them ſurrender, 
Their ſoldiers in numbers lay dead in the ſea ; 
Their tri-colour'd banner was ſunk in diſhonour, 
On that moſt auſpicious, fortunate day. 


And may the illuſtrious houſe of Hanover, 
In happineſs, joy and proſperity reign; 

* each loyal ſubject ſtand true to his — 2 

nd conquer ade again and 

Be treaſon coufounded with ſhame an nen, 
And all its abettors with infamy ſwing, 

May Heaven till fight for our good Conſtitution, 
Succels to true God fave the King ! 


G3 S80NG 
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SONG XIIV. 
THE GODS FROM ABOVE. 
Tune—* Croppies lie Down.” 


Taz gods from above ſaw the ſtate of this iſle, 

And determin'd all rebellious ſchemes for to foil ; 
A council they held and did ſtraightway decree, 
That more ſtrength ſhould be join d to the old Orange 


tree, 
Derry down, down, Croppi et lie down. 


For this purpoſe they choſe at Armagh a few friends, 

Whoni knew were inclin'd to forward their 
ends, 

They ſearched their hearts which were loyal and 


ſound, 


And to them they diſclos'd our ſecrets profound. 
Derry down, &c. 


The Proteſtants all they invited to join, 

And ſvpport what their anceſtors gain'd at the Boyne 
A word was enough, they engag'd in the cauſe, 
And declai'd they'd ſupport our good King and his 


laws. Derry down, &c. 
With amuſement the Croppies beheld how they | 
ſpread, 


And determin'd to murder them all in their beds, 
But Providence happily then interfer'd, 


And the lives of the Orangemen graciouſly ſpar'd. 
Derry down, &c. 


| Their plot thus 3 more daring they grew, 


And reſolved to ſummons their treacherous crew, 
Which when dore, to the Diamond they hurried 


AWAY, * 
But while they're alive they'll remember that day. 


Derry down, &c. 
 _ SONG 


. 


* 
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© SONG XLV. 


NAPPER TANDY. 


Tune George the Third's March.” 


Tus ninth day of November, 
In the year vinety-one, 

The Rebel Napper Tandy 
His villainy began; 

In forming a conſpiracy. 
This nation to embroil, 

In civil war and mutiny, 


And to pollute the ſoil. 


His bloody crew they did intend 


Our Governors to kill, 
And any of the Proteſtants 

Who dare eppoſe their-will ; 
To maſſacre our miniſters, 

And pull our churches down, 
To extirpate the Orangemen, 

And take from George his crown. 


They burn'd houſes and ſtraw ſtacks, 
They afſembled in the night, 

Broke open doors and windows, 
In order to affright 

They people to comply with them, 
Crying, give out your gun, 

And unite with us immediately, 
Or elſe you are undone. 


The Croppies moſt outrageouſly 
Did take an active part, 
Againſt che Church of England, 


And thought to make her ſmart; 
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But Providence us 
From this blood - thirſty clan, 
And prevented them to act a ſcene 

Like that of Forty - one. 


We value not the Yeomanry, 

"Theſe Rebels oft did ſay; 

Tis eaſy to diſarm them, 

Then ſoon we'll gain the day; 

And every man who is not up, 
Shall hang at his own door; 

And we ll gulletine each Royaliſt, 
Let him be rich or poor. 


If on the way you chance to mect 
One of this bloody clan, 

He aſks you, are you up lo ſnuff ? 
Or, what's that in your band ? 
And if you know not what to ſay, 
He anſwers with a frown,— 


Since it is a thing you are not up, 
ff bong {argu ay 


They carried on their fury 
Till the year of Ninety-ſeven, . 
When to this vile conſpiracy 
A happy check was given ; 
For Government found out their ſchemes, 
And turn'd their plan aftray, 
And made them ſwear allegiance, — 
May we bleſs that bappy day. 


Then to diſperſe this Brotherhood, 
Lord Bun he came down, 
To recompence the inſalence 
Of each inſulting clown * a 
Their mi t. ven e did rewar 
And Hf d them Wich difmay, 
And for their perſeverance, 
Soon he made che caitiffs pay. But 
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But to conclude, kind Providence 
Diſpell'd the bloody throng ; 

So let us ſing, God ſave the King, 
And — > is reign be long; 

Succeſs to each true Proteſtant 
Who did maintain his caaſe, 

Againſt thoſe vile conſpirators, 

honour of his laws. 


SONG XLVI. 


HEIRS OF IRELAND. 
Tune — Sens of Bold Hibernia.”? 


ALL you Hibernian heroes, 
That's for the Britiſh laws, 

You'll find it in your favour 
To join the Britiſh cauſe : 

* nn —_—_— 


i tics of faith will guas 
The of faith will guard you 
Who have a good intention. 


We are the Heirs of Ireland, 


To members whe are rotten, 
But quickly let the Rebels know, 
That Lreland's not forgotten. 


Why ſhould the juſt be daunted 
By an infernal crew, 

We have a King that's able 
All rebels to ſubdue : 


— — —2 — — 40 a 


In ſpite of damn'd United Men, 
ell flouriſh, on the rock; 
advocates of Satan, 
I mean the Rebel leaders, 


T d laugh to fee the gulletine, 


Reward ſuch helliſh traitors. 


Now the pike reviews are over, 


And fear commands our foes, 


His breaſt is kl with 
When William mounts the air: 
Here's to King and Parliament, 
And all French diſannullers, 
Glory to King William's ſons, 
Huzza for Orange colours ! 


oy 


SONG XLVIL 


THE JOLLY BRITON. _ 


Ye true honeſt Britons, who love your own land, 
Whoſe ſires were ſo brave, ſo victorious and free, 
Who always beat France when they took her in hand, 


Come join, honeſt Britons, in chorus wich me. 
—— treafurey Mi RoglinPs good. 


; cheer, 
The profits and pleaſures of llout Britiſh beer ; 
Your wine-tipling, dram-fi + ping fellows retreat, 
But your beer. drinking Britons can never de beat. 


Let us fing, &c. 


The French with n - and pale, 
They drink of the ſqueezing of half-ripen'd fruit ; 
But we that have hop-grounds to ny our ale, 
Are roly and plump, and have —_. to boot. 

1 Lau, Ke. 
Should 


(it 


Should the French dare invade us thus arm'd with 


our poles, 
We'll bang their bare ribs, make their lantern jaws 
ring; 
For your beef - eating, beer- drinking Britons are ſouls 
Who will ſhed the laſt drcp tor their Country 


and King. | Let us Hing, &c. 
- 
& _ SONG XLVIII. 


OLD IRELAND. 


Hau, Ireland! Old Ireland! for glory renown'd | 
In arms, as in arts, fo tranſcendantly crown'd ! 
*Tis thine, ſtrict to honour, no treaties to break, 
Tis thine to revenge, when that honour's at ſtake : 
Then riſe, O ye brave! draw the ſword, point the 


| And bid the bold cannon roll thunder to France. 


Hark ! truth ſpeaks already ; our heroes prevail ! 
The rous'd Engliſh lion makes Gallia turn pale; > 
Thy cunning, O France ! its own fate will decree ; 
Sucre. now dawns on us by land and by ſea ; 
 Andide o'cr the main ſhall the Britiſh flag fly, 
To force that ſubmiſſion which pride would deny. 


Britannia rejoices your ardor to ſee ;— | 
« My ſons, fight,” ſhe cries, © tis for freedom and 
* me 4% 
< Tho' Gallia's ambition alliance explore, | 
« You'll conquer them now, whom you've conquer'd 1 
| 7 before!” 3 
And triumph theſe truths to all nations ſhall ſing, 
- The ocean is George's, and George is our King 


SONG 


' 
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SONG XLIX. þ 5-4 
COME, SOLDIERS, COME. 


Come, ſoldiers, come, 
To the beat of drum, 

For hark, we want aſſiſtance ; 
We'll let the Rebels know, 
And ſuch like foe; | 

r 
Let the 
Let the drums — 
Let our + [ 
Upon lah g. ground; 
Let us all, boys, join, 
In the ſhades d dee Bo yne, - 

*Gainſt Treaſon and Revolution. 


And ſi are a choſen band 
Upon the Nerf Old Ireland, 

In loyalty let us'remain, boys; 
Let us all ſtand faſt / 


Whale time ſhall laſt, 


Nor crucky our deeds ſhall ſtain, boys; 


We'll ſupport the cauſe 
Of religion and laws; 
We'll make Papiſts fear, 
When we draw near, 
If they dare preſume 
Our laws to aſſume, 
To opprels the true Proteſtant cauſe. 


' 


- 
- 
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SONG I. 
GENIUS OF IRELAND. 


Gemrvs of Ireland, ſpread thy guardian wing 
O'er thy lov'd Iſle, and round thy fav'rite King; 
Oh, pour in Ireland's wounds the healing balm, 
Smooth her rough paſſions, and her diſcords calm. 


CHORUS, 


Nor ' , 7 evould but ave, 
| 7 res — 2 


Give her (nor ch the pious wiſh diſclaim) 
A war with triumph, or a peace with fame; 


Her ſacred rights ftill teach her to defend, 


Nor fond of, &c. 
Where'er our cannons roar, or enſigns fly, 
Plant dread, and flight, and each pale terror high; 
Let Frenchmen tremble, and let Rebels fear, 
When glorious George's conqu'ring troops appear. 
| | Nor fond of, &c. 
Touch every heart with thirſt of honeſt 7 
And love of honour, more than length of days; 
With courage let us awe, with virtue charm, 
Each realm that courts our ſmile, or ſlights 


arm. Nor fond of; Kc. | 


SONG 


+. _ 


yo" 
! 
| 
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SONG LL 
SIR SHAMUS. 
Written at the time Lt. Gen, Sir James S——xT command- 
— at Cork, and 3 Orange Lillie been vorn in 
chat City on the day of July, 1798. 
« Tune—« Croppies lie Down.” 


Wen we think of the Orange we think of the 


The remembrance muſt make every Proteſtant join, 
Nor ever to rebels they'll bow down their head, 
Forgetting how nobly our anceſtors bled, 

But in traitors deſpite, in the cauſe of our King, 
The mem'ry immortal of William we'll 


Down, down, Croppies lie down. 


Tho? Ster by force may our Orange pull down, 
And the ſpirit of Sh indign — 
White lilkes and palm, . 
By rebels call*d ſacred, ſhall never be feen 
Exult in our banners, (fall over be en. 
nnr thoſe emblems be 


Home, home, Sir Shamay go hoe. 


Prieſt Murphy declar'd to his fanatic rer, 

Who believ*d all his words as the goſpel was true; 
| Sir Shamus endeavour d, but did it i N 
| To perſuade us from thinkin of Fw, 


again 3 
A bunch of green palm, pauthereen ſtring, 
Were the enblemep 1s loyatry worn by him. " 
Home, home, &c. 
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Our ſo laſting, wh&'ll dare pull it down, 
Tho? this prieſt-ridden Papiſt did once on it frown, 
Yet the colour ne'er faded in the heart that was 

| true 
To the Proteſtant cauſe—to the Orange and Blue; 

For a Wilhiamite's ſong is the chorus we ſing, 

The Proteſtant welfare, and God fave the King. 

Home, home, &c. 


SONG III. 
* THE ORANGE AND BLUE. 
x 15 Tune — “ Bonnet ſo Blue.” 


_ GrearT Naſſau, O look from thy cloud down, 
See the neck of Rebellion how bow*d down, 
That late in ambition ſo proud grown, 

Would trample the Orange ſo true; 
In vain now each bloody Defender, 
In the dark may his treaſons engender, 
* As the night from the ſun's riſing ſplendor, 
They ſhrink from the Orange and Blue. 


Great on his throne now 

While Crowns all around are depoſing, 

Need not fear, on the coaſt tho” the foe's ſcen, 
While he foſters the Orange ſo true: 

Our fathers in blood and confuſion 

Erected our good conſtitution, 

Well defend it with like reſolution, 
Or die for the Orange and Blue. 


SONG 
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SONG LIL 
GREAT WILLIAM. 
Tune — “ Anacreon in Heaven. 
To Naſſau's lov'd ſhade, in Elyſium of late, 


Some ſons of lerne were heard to complain; 
Ne OS ſeat, 


loyalty groans on the blood-ſprinkled * 
e Jacobins cry 


6 All — defy, 
© For laws we will trample, and kings we ; 
Nor will we this conduct cer ceaſe to 
Until we extirpate the Orange and Bluc.” 


Great Villiam, arous'd from his bliſsful repoſe, 
To his air-form'd truncheon indignantly flies ; 
A look of defhance around him he throws, 
And thus, in loud accents, the hero replies: 
2 


father Po "the fons can b- 


« What the father hare Hed 
tray ʒ 
Remember their honor's entruſted to 
Nor dare to n 


« When Ireland once bled under Jacobite laws, 


ade ni a 4 


© A band of troe Britons enroll'd ur her cauſe, 
ba ond 
n 
« At Aughrim they bled, 
Then Freedom W 
3 oF 


© And 


f 


* = « 
: = 
- 4 
5 
— 
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© And ſmil'd to behold how the Jacobite crew, 
Due homage had paid to the Orange and Blue. 


And now ſhall thoſe traitors, in martial array 
, © Audacious unfurl their banners of green? 
© Shall virtue, ſhall loyalty ſhrink in diſmay ? 
And Freedom's own Orange no longer be ſecn ? 
To arms then, for ſhame, 
© And reſcue your fame, 
© I dub you my champions, henceforth bear my 
name, | 
And tell thoſe vile miſcreants their deeds they 
«© ſhall rue, 
When humbled once more by the Orange and 
| « Blue.” 


The order thus given, what ſoul could withſtand, 
All true-hearted fellows with ardour obey ; 

The hat was Naſſau's, and join'd heart and hand, 
An hoſt of ſtaunch Orangemen ſtand in array ; 

Hark ! already they cry, | 
In accents of joy, 

The green we ſhall vanquiſh, or gloriouſly dic; 
© And prove to all traitors we're loyal and true 

© To our King, and our colours—the Orange and 

Blue.“ 


SONG 11V. \ 


GENIUS OF ENGLAND. 


| When there's war on the ocean, 
To quell the proud foe, 
With ardour for-conqueſt 
Each boſom doth glow ; 
For to ſee on their veſſels 
Old England's flag rear'd, 
Is worthy of Britons 
Whote conqueſts are ſcar'd. 


R 


* 


Now mark the pale enſigns we view from afar, 
With three cheers they are welcom'd by each Bri- 
tiſh tar; 
The genius of England bids us boldly advance, 
And our guns ſterling thunder bid defiance to 
France. ; 


Now ſce the laſt broadſide; ſee! down—down 
, the goes! 
Then out with your boats, -my boys, we no longer 
are foes ; 
For to ſave a brave fellow from a wat'ry grave, 
Is worthy of Britons who conquer to ſave. 


= . SONG LV. WE 
BRAVE HAL BRAZEN. 
Tune — Poor Tom Bowling.” 


Henk, full of ſcars, lies brave Hal Brazen, 
For whom the crops has griev'd ; 

He'll ne'er ſtand ſentry, for this reaſon, 

By Death he's now reliev'd : 

Five feet fix inches he was counted, 
And brave with all, tis ſaid ; 

The guard by him's no longer mounted, 
He reſts in honor's bed. | 


Hal never from his corps deſerted, 
He'd face a ball or ſword ; 
His regiment he oft diverted, 
And Pall his wife ador'd : 5 
How oft” did he againſt the foe march, 
1 Purſuing all that fled; 
are wel his quick-ſtep and his ſlow- march, 
He halts in honor's bed. Yet 


«} 
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Yet Hal r 
When his Commander great 


JT advance the brave, 1 the noted, 


Will give bis orders ſtrait : 


To handle arms when word is given, 


Todd our 


And trumpets call the dead; 
Hal to be billeted in heaven, 
Shall wake from honor's bed. 


- SONG LVI. 
LOYALTY TRIUMPHANT. 


Cour, come, worthy Britons, take part in my ſong, 
"Tis a loyal effuſion. and cannot be ; 
Friend, father, and „ unite in our King, 
And in praiſe of Old England, my boys, let us ſing. 


Derry down, & c. 
Our fam d Conſtitution, you all muſt ag 
Our anceſtors modell'd we ſhould be free; 
Tis the boaſt of the world, and for ever ſhall ſtand, 
Wile Julie any! Liberty godand-w-hand. 
* &c. 


That fiend, Innovation, would fain raiſe a flood 
in ſedition and blood: 

On the ſyſtem ſome folks like to dwell, 
But may it be level'd nine fathoms in h—Il. 


Derry down, &c. 
ar ara fr at 


near, | 
And Propcrty's guarded, what hare we v0 fear? 
£7 N "218 
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Tis plunder makes levellers anarchy chooſe, 
Well aſſured they may win—having nothing to 
loſe. Derry down, &c. 


John Bull's loyal blood, which runs pure from 

pollution, (tion: 
Some quacks would by a ſtrange revolu- 
But John roundly ſwears that he'll mar their in- 


tention, | 
Left we ſhould run mad like the fighting Conven- 
tion. ' Derry down, 8c. 


Then Britons fill bumpers to Freedom and Peace; 
May the offspring of Brunſwick for ever increaſe! 
We've a Monarch, brave boys, great and good as 
King Davy, 
So, Heres George the Third, and his army and navy. 
Derry down, &c. 


SONG LVIL 
KING, CONSTITUTION, axv LAWS. 


YE true Britiſh ſubjects, unite as one man, 

To defeat the deſigns of a deſperate clan, 

ang .. con- 
ound 

Then leave us at laſt in the chaos to drown. 


Derry down, &c. 


If we liſten to them, they will lead us a dance, 
And England would be in as bad ſtate as France, 
Where the levelling-ſyſtem all orders' o'erthrown, 
And rapine and murder each day does make 
known. Derry down, &c. 
Shall 


Derry down, &c. | 


. SONG LVIIL 


——— - 


Traitors are flown away, 
Hid from the face of day, 
Fear gives them wing : Britons 


4 663 
1 Britons frotn ſhore to ſhore, 
Concord and Peace adore, 
And, as one man, encore 
| God ſave the King ! 


i 'Bleſs'd in our happy land, 

| * 
Together 

| e — 


itannia's laws, 
| — lol 


[793. 
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SONG LIX. 


"TWAS UP THE WIND, 


| Thus, thus! the ys; 
Hull up, ſhe rais'd the chace in view, 
— 


Dowſe your Dutch enſign ! up St. George ! 
| To quarters, now, all hands ; 
With lighted match beſide his gun, 
Each Britiſh warrior ſtands : 
Give fire, our gallant captain cries z— 
3 
Stand clear Monſieurs, digeſt 
And then we'll ſend you more. * 


. Tour 


Ec oo} 


5 Tour French jack ſhivers in the wind, 
Its lillies all look pale; 
Down it muſt come it muſt come down, 

For Britons will prevail ; 
Rak'd fore and aft, her ſhatter'd hull 
Lets in the briny flood; 
Her decks are carnag d with the flain, 
Her ſcuppers ſtream with blood. 


Our chain-ſhot whiſtles in the wind, 
Our grape deſcends like hail ; 
Huzza, my fouls ! three cheering ſhouts — 
' French hearts begin to quail: * 


Down, haughty flag of France ! 


Now board her, boys, and on her ſtaff 
The Engliſh croſs advance. 
. There let it ever fly, hearts 
| | To awe theſe Gallic haves , 5 
. ; So freely toſs the can about, 


For Britons rule the waves. 


And, ſee! tis done—ſhe ſtrikes —ſhe yields! 


There let it ever fly, &c. Ec. 


HISTORY 


HISTORY 2 
1 „ 
Battle of the Boyne. 

— 


Having inſerted the Song of the BAT of the Borxyr | 
in our firſt Volume, we think we cannot oblige our Read- 
ers more highly, than by giving them an Hiſtorical Ac- 
nr LAB. | 


- 


ed the arrival of the king; who, on the 
1 4th. day of June, 1690, landed at Carrickfergus, 


of joy. He came ittended by Prinec 


( 865 ) 


ed them with indignati « © came not to Ire- 
« land,” faid he, * to let graſs grow under m 


« feet.” At ickland, his whole army 

fembled from their different and were 
joined by the king and his train. William ordered 
them to ir encampment, that he might 


review the reguments on their march to the new 

The officers imagined, that on a tempeſ- 
tuous and duſty day, he would content himſelf 
with a general view from ſome convenient ſtation ; 
but they ſaw him dart quickly into the throng, 
riding eagerly from place to place, examining eve- 
ry regiment, and every troop diſtinctly and criti- 
cally. His ſoldiers were thus pleaſed and ani- 
mated ; every man conſidering himſelf as under 
the immediate inſpection of his Royal leader, who 
took his quarters in the camp, was the whole day 
on horſeback at the head of an advanced party, 


viewing the adjacent country ww” rang ak, or di- 
recting the accommodations neceffary for his ſol- 


diers. When an order was preſented to him to 
be ſigned for wine. for his own table, he paſſion- 
ately exclaimed, « that his men ſhould be firſt 
« provided ; let them not want, ſaid he; I ſhall 
& drink water.” An army of thirty-ſix thouſand 
men, thus animated, and excellently appointed, 
re fare of toe , 
while the fleet coaſted flowly in view, to ſuppl 
them with every neceſſary, and thus 3 
Six days had elapſed from the time of William's 
landing, when James received the firſt intelligence 
that a prince, who, he confidently believed, muſt 
be detained in England by faction and diſcontent, 
was already on his march to meet him. He com- 
mitted the guard of Dublin to a militia, under the 
command of Lurterel, the governor, and marched 
-with fix thouſand French infantry to join the main 
body of his army, which at the approach of the 
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enemy, had retired from Dundalk and Ardee, and 
now lay near Drogheda, on the banks of the xiver 
Boyne. His numbers were about thirty-three 
thouſand. His council of officers reminded ham, . 
that the naval armament of France was completed, 


and the fleet perhaps already on the Engliſh coaſt 3 
that Louir had promiſed, as ſoon as the 
attending on William ſhould return, he would 
ſend a fleet of frigates into the Iriſh ſeas to deſtroy 
his tranſports z that he would be thus fatally de- 
tained in Ireland, while Britain was threatened by 
Regs PORN and the domeſtic enemies of the 
an inſurrection 
reef ramen mag adviſed him to wait 
the event of thoſe formed in his favour, _ 
not to hazard an engagement againſt ſuperior num- 
bers, to firengthen his to march to the 
Shannon with his cavalry and a {mall body of foot, 
and thus to maintain a defenſive war againſt an 
enemy, which, in a ſtrange and unfriendly cli- 
mate, without proviſions or ſuccours, muſt gra- 
dually periſh by diſcaſe and famine. James, on 
the contrary that to abandon the ca- 
pital, were to confeſs himſelf ſubdued ; that bis 
reputation muſt be irreparably ruincd ; that the 
Iriſh, whe woe by appearances, would deſert ; 
and what was ill of more moment, his friends. 
in England and Scotland muſt be diſpirited, and 
F ory yy He 
expreſſed ſatisfaction, that he had at laſt the 
portunity of one fair battle for the 23 
inſiſted on maintaining his 8 
ſuch animated language, his age =o 
that he meant to take a deſperate part in the en- 
gagement; yet, with an ominous precaution, he 
diſpatched Sir Patrick Trant, —=Y his commil- 
foners of reven to Waterford, to prepare a. . 
ſhip for conveying ng kim p France, i caſe of any 
misfortune. William, 


filled with Iriſh ſoldicrs. | 

on the farther banks of the river, their camp ex- 

tended in two lines, with a moraſs on the left, 

> og dA roviaratand grfmker 
the Boyne, deep and dangerous, with d 

bunks, defended by ſome breaſt-works, with huts 


a retreat. The view of their encampment was 
mitercepted by ſome hills to the ſouth-weſt; ſo that 

more, one of William's generals, who 
counted but forry-fix regimen 


ts, ſpoke with con- 
tempt of the enemy's numbers. The king ob- 
ſerved, that more might lie concealed behind theſe 
hills, and many be Hationed in the town, «© but 
ſe, ſaid he, * to be ſpeedily ac- 
a 22 with their whole ſtrength.“ 
army was now marching into camp; when 
William, anxious to gain a nearer and more dif- 
tin view of the enemy, advanced with ſome of- 
ficers within muſket ſhot of a ford, oppoſite to a 
village called Old-Bridge ; here he conferred for 
me time on the methods of paſſing, and plant- 
. Ing his batteries; when riding on ſtill weſtward, 
ke alighted, and ſat down to refreſh himſelf on a 


it is my pu 


= 


n 

riſing ground. Neither the motions of William, 
— his army, were unnoticed. Berwick, Tyr- 
connel, Sarsefield, and ſome other generals, rode 
flowly on the oppoſite banks, viewing the army 
in their march, and ſoon diſcovered the preſent 
ſituation of the king. A party of about forty 
horſe immediately in a Held, op- 
polite to the on which he ſat. In their cen- 
tre the y concealed two field pieces, which 
they p unnoticed under cover of a hedge, 
mia William mounted his horſe ; at that 


moment the firſt diſcharge killed a man and two 


horſes on a line (at ſome diſtance) with the king 
another ball inſtantly ſucceeded, grazed on 

banks of the river, roſe and flanted on his right 
ſhoulder, tearing his coat and fleſh. His atten- 


dants crouded round him, and appeared in con- 


fuſion. An univerſal ſhout of joy rung through 
the Iriſh camp, at the news that Orange was ns 
It was conveyed rapidly to Dublin; it was waft- 
ed to Paris; Lowis received it with extacy ; and 
the guns of the baſtile proclaimed the meanneſs 
of his triumph. ; 
While ſome ſquadrons of the enemy's horſe 
drew down to the river, as if to purſue a flying 
enemy, William rode through his camp, to pre- 
vent all alarms, or falſe reports of his danger. 
On the arrival of his artillery, the batteries were 
mounted, and the cannonading continued on each 
fide, not without ſome execution, till the cloſe of 
tons rations accomnts of the frength and dh 
gave various accounts and diſpoſi 
tion of the enemy. One, who appeared of on 
note, ſpoke ſo plauſibly, and at the ſame time ſo 
ificently of their numbers, that Wilkam 


ſcemed diſconterted. To Sir Robert Southwell, his 
lecretary of Hate, As given him different in- 
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amount of Wilkam's for- 


more unfavourable to the enemy; and the king 


was afſured, that Zames, in ex ion of defeat, 


- » "a aca baggage and ar- 
8 | 


ublin. 
nine at night, Wilhem called a council 
of war, not to deliberate, but to receive his or- 
ders; and here he declared his reſolution of paſſing 
the river in front of the enemy. Duke , 
with the caution natural to his years, endeavoured 
to diſſuade him from this hazardous enterprize ; 


and when he could not prevail, inſiſted, that part 
of the army ſhould be immediately detached to 


ſecure the bridge of Slane, about three miles weſt- 
ward of their camp, fo as to flank the enemy, and 
to cut them off from Duleck, the paſs through 
which — * retreat. It is impu- 
7 f with which his council was 
received, that this retired in diſguſt, and 


received the order of battle in his tent, declaring, 


it vas the firſt ever ſent to him.” Nor did James 
Mover more attention to this important paſs of 
Slane. In his council of war, Hamilton recom- 


5 mended that eight regiments might be ſent imme- 
el to "bn, ape bridge : Fames 


ed to 
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They croſſed the river without any tion, ex- 
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berg, with the cavalry, Douglas, with the in- 
fantry, which compoſed the right wing, marched 
towards Slane, with greater alacrity than the 
troops ſent from the other fide to oppoſe them. 


cept from a regiment of 


mg ht, at the 


dragoons, 
d, of which they 


Y* * 
force their way through fields, encloſed by deep 
ditches, difficult to be ſurmounted, eſpocially by 
the horſe ; who, in the face of an enemy, 


krſt entered the. river, on the right, oppoſite to 


killeners, 


marched unmoleſted to the middle of the river, 
when a violent diſcharge was made from the hou- 
ſes, breaſt-works, and hedges, but without exe- 
cution ; they moved on, gained the oppoſite banks, 
formed gradually, and drove the Iriſh from their 


2 


attalions of the enemy ſuddenly appeared in view, 
behind the eminences which had concealed them. 
Five of theſe battalions bore down upon thoſe 
Dutch who had already paſſed, but were received 
firmly, and repulſed. The efforts of the Iriſh 


horſe were equally unſucceſsful. Tu e 


were bravely repelled, when the F aand En- 
niſkilleners arrived to the ſupport of the Dutch, 
and drove brack a third body of horſe, with con- 
ſiderable execution. | 

In the mean time, General Hamilton led the 
Iriſh infantry to the very margin of the river, to 
the paſſage of the F and Engliſh. But 
men, although ſtationed in the poſt of honour, 
the requiſition of their officers, ſhrunk from 
r: the cavalry proved more ſpirited. A 
of Danes was attacked with ſuch fury 
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Old-bridge. The French Proteſtants and Enniſ- 


ſts. As they ſtill advanced, the ſquadrons and 


ed of their leader, pointed. to 
ments in their front, and cried, « Allons 


i R un 
forward, when his own men fired, and ; 
About the ſame time, Walter, of Londonderry, 
whoſe paſſion for military glory, had hurried ham 
unneceſſarily into this received a 
wound in his belly, and i tly expired. p 
After an uninterrupted fixing of an hour, N 
diſorder on both ſides occa ſome reſpite. The 
centre of the Engliſh army began to recover fyom 
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, and Engliſh cavalry, through a dangero 
5 n 
the mud, obliged him to diſmount, and _ 


” their . They halted, and again retreated to 
Donore. But here, facing about vigorouſly, they 
| with ſuch ſucceſs, that the Engliſh caval- 

led on by their king, was 8 


The preſence of ſuch a Prince, ac 
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quadrons, and preparing to fall on 


I to his ſoldiers : the Iriſh infantry 


. 
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not WI t . 


good 
of horſe.” Willem farecyed the man who tad 
Dr 


1385 The right 


— 
— adriling Bom 601 who ſtill — — 


ed to Duleck at 2 
his army followed, and poured 


lich 


ſhift. for 3 Ie had been deliberated, 
whether in caſe of ſuch a misfortune, Dublin 
ſhould not be ſet on fire; but on their allegiance, ' 
on Portege 
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